











IF CANDY WERE GRADED LIKE FRESH EGGS 


Baby Ruth 


would be designated _.. 


*SELECT 


(FINEST QUALITY) 









Also in BIG GENEROUS 
10¢ Size 


* SELECT for Quality Excellence 


* SELECT for Delicious Food-Energy 





* SELECT for Good Eating Anytime 





“By actual tests, an active person 
weighing 120 Ibs., can dance 


* SELECT for Satisfying Enjoyment continuously for 1 hour and 40 


minutes on the food-energy con- 


tained in one delicious 10c bar 
of Baby Ruth”. 
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makers of Butterfinger. Coconut Grove, Caramel Nougat. Dip candy bars, Saf-T-Pops, Fruit Drops and Mints 














































by MARJORIE VETTER 


VICTORY FOR JILL. By AMELIA Exiza- 

BETH WALDEN. William Morrow and 
Company, $2.50. To a girl, readers of THE 
AMERICAN G1rv perked over with enthusiasm 
for this story when it appeared in the maga- 
zine as a serial under the title, “Goal for Jill.” 
All of you who were loathe to reach the end 
will want to read the book, because it is two 
thirds longer than the serial. When hockey 
star Jill MacCrombie transferred from West- 
morland—fashionable school for girls—to New 
Sharon High, she was homesick and uncom- 
fortable. The rough and tumble, give and 
take, of a big public school dismayed her. 
Hockey, which had been all-important at 
Westmorland, was merely a stepsister to bas- 
ketball at New Sharon. However, Jill’s game 
was so superior that she was asked to be as- 
sistant hockey coach; and she was so attractive 
the boys began to rush her. This brought her 
into conflict with hockey captain Chris Robin- 
son who was jealous of Jill’s hockey skill and 
of the attentions paid her by handsome, arro- 
gant football star, Bo Skinner. Chris was open- 
ly hostile everywhere and deliberately unco- 
operative on the hockey field. Though it did 
not always run smoothly, Jill’s friendship with 
a quiet young inventor, Dave Gifford, helped 
a lot. By the time the New Sharon hockey 
team was finally functioning at its best, Jill 
had attained other more important goals. She 
was happily at home in a big crowd of boys 
and girls; she had made a friend of a girl who 
had disliked her, and won the heart of the 
boy she loved. Miss -Walden’s sport stories 
not only show her careful research in the 
accuracy and authentic feel and flavor of her 
sport scenes, but carry the bonus of good plot, 
good characterization, and conflict over and 
above that involved in the sport itself. 


\a\ PULL AWAY, BOATMAN. By ADA 

Cram Darsy. J. B. Lippincott Com- 
pany, $3.00. The death of her grandmother 
in 1811 had sent orphaned Roseanne from 
a safe, ordered life in Kentucky to live with 
relatives in the raw, frontier town of New 
Madrid in Louisiana Territory. That year a 
fiery comet burned in the sky with an inten- 
sity that frightened the people, who blamed 
it for the freakish weather—the dry, parched 
summer followed by earthquakes and floods. 
Roseanne had more than the comet to worry 
her. There were her relations with sharp- 
tongued Aunt Martha, kindly Uncle Ot and 
the children; there were the wild, roistering 
French rivermen; a jealous French girl; the 
mystery of what had happened to her Cousin 
Randy in New Orleans; the reappearance of 
an old and powerful enemy; and there was 
Guyon, gay, handsome Guyon, who had been 
a riverman and showed no inclination to 
settle down on land. Romance, suspense, and 
mystery enliven this fast-moving story with 
its interesting background of pioneer life on 
and near the Mississippi. 
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If a friend’s ex-steady wants to 
date you — 


(_] Grab the guy [_] Get the facts [_] Be sly 


Secretly, you’ve been green-eyed about 
him—tho’ as Sally’s beau he was “‘mustn’t 
touch.” But they’ve broken up; and now 
you hear the “‘al] clear” (you t-h-e-e-n-k). 
Listen again. Get the facts —from Sally. Is 
she still torching for him? Then he’s still 
off-limits, unless you'd like being the 
town’s meanest moll! You’re all clear, con- 
fidence-wise, when you rout certain days’ 
discomfort with Kotex. For softness un- 
| limited, Kotex holds its shape. 





Who rates best with Brain Boy 


(0 A Charleston whiz (] Paper doll 
(_} Giggler 

He’s the intellectual type—and you're 
smitten, but chatter-shy. Don’t fret. Days 
before your date, start scanning the news- 
papers; get a line on world topics to show 
you're alert, save the conversation from 
bogging down. But on calendar days, you 
need never get a line—the telltale kind. 
Trust those flat, pressed ends of Kotex. And 
this napkin gives extra protection. 





(] Ask Sis 














Is she getting first aid for — 
[] Skiers’ backache {_] School-girl slump 


Before those shoulders droop again, here’s a 
posture plan you can really stick to! Put a 
strip of adhesive tape across your shoulders: 
good reminder to keep ’em on the square. 
And next time you need sanitary protection, 
remind yourself to try all 3 absorbencies of 
Kotex. There’s one just for you . . . Regular, 
Junior or Super. 





More women choose KOTEX™ 
than all other sanitary napkins 


— ee Gee ee ee GS GS Ge eS Ge GS a a a oe ees «6T M. REG. U.S. PAT. OFF, 
Want to get “certain” facts straight? 

(_] See a librarian 
Hazy about what happens and why—at “that” time? Read 
“Very Personally Yours” —the new, free booklet filled with 
easy-to-understand facts, plus lively illustrations. Hints on 
diet, exercise, grooming . . . do’s and dont’s a girl should 
know. Send for your copy today. FREE! Address P.O. Box 
3434, Dept. 424, Chicago 54, Ill. 


["] Read “'V.P.Y.” 
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the new 
3-plece 
ensemble suit 


with shirt and 
jacket lining 
playing a 
matching role: 


Available at these stores: 
Asheville, N. C. 


Scruggs Vandervoort Barney. Clayton, Mo. 
The Elder & Johnston Co...Dayton, Ohio 
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Denver, Colo. 
Fort Wayne, Ind. 
and Rapids, Mich. 
Greenville, S$. C. 
.Kensas City, Mo. 

- Lexington, Ky. 
los Angeles, Colif. 
Co... . . Louisville, Ky. 
Memphis, Tenn. 


One suit that divides 
by three, with the 
mani-tailored shirt made 
to match the boxy 
jacket lining! Very 
material minded, too, 
in ravon-and-silk 
tweed, the shirt and 
lining in miracle 
orlon-and-cotton! 


Heather pink or blue 
suit with harmonizing 
shirt and lining, or 
grey with yellow shirt 
and lining. Sub-teeri 
sizes 8 to 14. 


About $25. 


Milwaukee, Wisc. 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
-New Orleans, L 


Barney . St. Mo. 

Salt Loke City, Utch 

ite House... .San Francisco, Calif. 
Scranton, Pa. 
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SILVER YANKEE. By Lee Wynpaw 

The John C. Winston Company, 
$2.50. For once, Perk Hilton was accompany. 
ing her father on an assignment instead of 
being shipped off to boarding school. The 
Plantation Silver Company had commissioned 
Mr. Hilton to restore Pomeroy, the crumbling 
southern mansion leased as part of their 
twenty - fifth - anniversary promotion. Perk 
would spend the winter with her father in 
a house that had been home to Pomeroys 
for two centuries. In this generation, there 
were only old Mrs. Pomeroy and her grand- 
children, a boy and a girl near Perk’s age 
with whom only-child Perk hoped to enjoy 
good times. And maybe, just maybe, if her 
father completed his work on time and was 
invited to stay on as manager, it would mean 
a permanent home together for the Hiltons 
and no more hotels and boarding schools for 
Perk. No wonder she arrived at Pomeroy in 
a dither of excited dreams and hopes. Pome- 
roy—the grounds a wilderness of weeds, 
brambles, and Spanish moss; the house sag- 
ging and in need of paint—Pomeroy was not 
much like Perk’s dreams. Lorrie Pomeroy 
left no doubt as to how she felt about 
Northerners as guests in her home or of her 
opposition to the restoration. Even before 
she blazed at Perk, “I never want to be 
friends with you — you Silver Yankee,” the 
battle was on. In spite of Lorrie, Perk found 
much to enjoy at Pomeroy. There was the 
cook Melody and her amazing and delightful 
household; there was motherly Fran Warren 
from a neighboring plantation; there were 
rides on Acorn, her new pony. But there was 
also the worry about that April deadline, es- 
pecially when mysterious setbacks like the 
theft of important keys hampered the restora- 
tion work. And always there was Lorrie’s 
implacable enmity, which manifested itself 
daily in annoying and even dangerous at- 
tacks on Perk. Not even when she and Perk 
were marooned in an old slave tower, in a 
hurricane and flood which played havoc with 
the restoration, did Lorrie relent. You couldn't 
play “The Star Spangled Banner” without 
both the black keys and the white, Melody 
had once remarked. It took a long time and 
an exciting climax before the Northern girl 
and the Southern girl learned to work to- 
gether for the success of Pomeroy. 


\e\e\ FIRST LADIES. By JANE AND Burt 

McConne.Lt. Thomas Y. Crowell 
Company, $3.00. Of the thirty-four girls who 
grew up to marry men who became Presidents 
of the United States, probably not one 
dreamed that she would one day be the First 
Lady of the land. What was it about them 
that attracted men destined to occupy our 
country’s most important position? These 
brief biographies sketch the highlights in the 
lives of these women, from Martha Washing- 
ton to Mamie Eisenhower, and give an in- 
formal account of the kind of women they 
were, how they looked, what they wore, how 
they brought up their families, performed 
their domestic and social duties, and met the 
problems of their times. Each of them played 
the role of First Lady in her own way—some 
more quietly, more retiringly than others- 
but all were important in the lives of their 
President husbands, and all are interesting 
women in their own right. THE END 


You may order books reviewed on these pages 
from the book publishers, in care of the 
magazine. Please make checks or money oF 
ders payable to the book publisher, not to 
THE AMERICAN GIRL. 
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Our cover girl, Brenda Gahan, is caught in an ever-so- 
familiar plight as she pits the inviting travel poster 
against a slim budget. Either way she’s prepared for a 
happy ending. Her perfect-for-travel suit is equally 
attractive for stay-at-homes. Open the brief jacket 
and—surprise! Lining and blouse are match-mated with 
a perky rosebud-and-stripe pattern. (Note the jaunty 
clip-on bow tie.) For grace and comfort, a four-gore 
skirt. A Top Honor Fashion Approved by Fashion Faculty. 
“Fro-Sheen” gabardine in coral, gold, or aqua; 8-14 
subteen; about $18. Hat by Capulets, bag by Youth 
Mode, gloves by Wear-Right. 
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3 secrets 


of a naturally 


lovely skin 


Good luck has much less to do with a 
naturally lovely complexion than most 
girls imagine! So if your skin breaks out 
and threatens to rob you of your right- 
ful share of good times, don’t get dis- 
couraged! 





Teen-agers all over the country re- 
port wonderful results from a new kind 
of skin care with a medicated beauty 
cream. The moment you spread on 
Noxzema Skin Cream you feel a cool, 
exhilarating tingle! 


The tingle tells you Noxzema’s 
medicated beauty action is starting to 
work on your skin 
problem. It helps heal 
externally - caused 
blemishes in a hurry. 
But that’s just the 
start. Follow Noxzema 
skin care faithfully 
and let it help your 
complexion look fresh, naturally lovely 
—and help keep it that way, too! 


Secret #1. Start tonight! Apply Noxzema; 
wring out a cloth in warm water; and wash 
as if using soap. See how Crean and 
Fresu your face looks! (That's the first 
secret of a naturally lovely skin.) 


Secret #2. Every night spread Noxzema 
over your face. Pat a bit extra over any 
externally-caused blemishes. It’s medicated 
—helps heal while you sleep—helps soften, 
smooth and freshen your skin with its film 
of oil and moisture. (That’s the second 
secret! ) 


Secret #3. Aid to a fresh, dewy look: In 
the morning, wash again with Noxzema 
and water. Then apply Noxzema over your 
whole face. It’s greaseless—doesn’t shine— 
leaves a dewy, fresh natural finish and 
helps protect your skin all day. (That's the 
third secret of a naturally lovely skin!) 


Generous trial offer! Get 40¢ trial 
size of Noxzema for only 29¢ plus tax! 
At drug, cosmetic counters. 
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High-Schoolers! Your figure has 
~ such beautiful possibilities 


For even dreamier lines 
wear Formfit’s teen proportioned 


BRAS AND BRITCHES 


The exciting possibilities of your young figure become a 

beautiful reality . . . in a teen proportioned Bobbie Bra and Britches. 
Bobbies keep you smoother, trimmer because they’re 

designed specially for you . .. by the Bobbie Fashion Board... 
Formfit’s “in-the-know” teenage advisers. Soft, light, 
cool—wonderfully comfy. You'll be simply mad about your 

new “Formfit” figure. So get Formfit’s Bobbie “Under-Wonders,” 

at your favorite store! Bobbie Bras $1.25 to $1.75. In all teen 

sizes. Bobbie Strapless, $2.00. Bobbie Britches from 
$2.95 (4 detachable garters). 


















Another 

Kind 
of Figure 
Help 


FREE Calorie Counter 


Whether your problem is reducing, 
or adding weight, the new purse-size 
Formfit Calorie Counter shows you 
how to do it easily, safely. Simple to 
use. Get one at any store which sells 
Bobbies, or write to the Formfit Com- 
pany, 400 South Peoria Street, Chi- 
cago 7, Illinois. 
THE FORMFIT COMPANY 
CHICAGO, NEW YORK 

































Flattery goes to your feet and it’s all on 
the cuff! “Tyes,” clever new cuffed socks 
of Heller Jersey, fit all foot sizes. Wear them 
high or crushed down. The star-sprinkled4 
cuff caught our American fancy. Also come 
with contrasting solid cuffs in many com- 
binations. $1.95; Saks 5th Ave., New York 17 





It may be “gilding the lily” to fancy-pack 
these delicious Dutch chocolates, but wait 
till you see the clever Droste packages! 
“Jack and the Beanstalk” with removable 
story-booklet, 85 cents; “Peri-Scoop” expands 
like real periscope, $1. Both at Vendome, 
Dept. AG, 415 Madison Ave., New York 17 





Holé! Holé! Greetings from Guatemala. Even 
if you can’t samba like your favorite enter 
tainer you'll have lots of fun with these 
imported handmade maracas. Wonderful for 
parties; effective room decorations, too. $1 
for pair; Bropar, Dept. AG, 1029 Donaldson 
Ave., P. O. Box 999, San Antonio, Texas 
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Pastry or dolls, the Danish have a way with 
them. These handmade dolls from Denmark, 
dressed in native costume, will appeal to ma- 
mas from one to sixty. (We've outgrown dolls 
long ago but we couldn’t resist them.) Six 
inches tall; $2.50 apiece. Mrs. A. Gould, Dept. 
AG, 6 West Colonial Rd., Wilbraham, Mass. 





Coins of the realm to make you feel rich as 
Croesus. Real foreign coins tinkle-dangle 
from a gold-plated link bracelet with fash- 
ion’s heartiest approval. Conversation piece 
that begins and ends with a pretty compli- 
ment. $2.50, tax included. The Mail Box, Dept. 
AG, 137-26 73 Terrace, Flushing 67, N. Y. 





We never thought donkeys were pretty be- 
fore, but this one from sunny Italy made us 
change our mind. Made of highly glazed 
hand-painted earthenware, it totes a roomy 
cart for your favorite plant. Nine inches long; 
$3.75 (without the plant, of course). Orlando 
Co., Dept. AG, 109 Broad St., New York 4 










































































All together, a perfect daytime costume! Whip off 
the jacket for a luncheon date . . . or wear 

the jumper alone for evening! Washable 

lineny rayon in lilac, powder, 
navy, coral or beige, 
with white dickey. 7-17. 





3 PC. JUMPER 
WARDROBE 


FLARED JUMPER 
TUCKED JACKET 
REMOVABLE. DICKEY 


COMPLETE ? ¢ 99 
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509 MAIN ST., NEW ROCHELLE, N. Y. 





SIZE. COL” 2ND COLOR 





NAME. 






PARIS SHOP, pepr. c2-2, sox 390 
PLEASE SEND ME THE JUMPER WARDROsE @ $7.99 


(CO cusce 1 ».o. [) c.0.0. prease avp 25 ror 
POSTAGE. A DOLLAR DEPOSIT REQUIRED ON ALL 
€.0.D. ORDERS, TO BE APPLIED TO PRICE OF ITEM. 











MONEY REFUNDED. 





ary ZONE ___STATE___. 


























The party’s over, but not the 
fun. Now it’s Coke Time... 
time to savor the flavor of the 


world’s most popular soft drink. 





Sparkling Coca-Cola, blend of 
delicious good things from nine 
sunny climes. A matchless taste, 
a supreme quality. Have a Coke 


and be happy. 














“COKE” IS A REGISTERED TRADE-MARK, COPYRIGHT 1954, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY 
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Ihe Vay 
Will Gome 


by LAURA VITRAY 


Illustrations by Kurt Ard 
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W ith a trembling hand she cut off her hair 


the New Year's box from the United 

States that caused Francoise Merce- 
reau so much grief. She had always been 
close as breathing to her blond elder sister. 
Désirée had helped her with her home- 
work all through school, taken her on 
outings, acted as if having a little sister 
was a blessing. But lately a chasm had 
opened between them. Now, it seemed 
only Raymond mattered to Désirée. At 
fifteen, Francoise saw herself bereft and 
abandoned—while nineteen-year-old Dé- 
sirée enjoyed the glamour of her fian- 
cailles to a colonel’s son. The incident of 
the skirt today was the climax. No one in 
the family had seen it was meant for 


I WAS THE red-velvet skating skirt in 


Francoise alone, nor cared how she felt— 
Désirée least of all! 

Francoise buried her tear-stained face 
deeper in the pillow of her bed. She could 
hear the others stirring about the big 
apartment at the top of the public gram- 
mar school in the Rue Las Cases. Since 
the boys’ principal was a bachelor, the 
City of Paris had ‘lodged the Mercereau 
family in the principal's suite on the boys’ 
side when it made Papa school superin- 
tendent. Mademoiselle Duval, principal 
of the girls’ side, was their only neighbor 
on the vast top-floor landing. Thin-lipped, 
nearing fifty, she seemed always to have 
her door ajar, as if eager to gape at every 
single thing the Mercereaus did. She had 
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peeked out this afternoon, when the post- 
man labored up the stairs with the big 
air-mail parcel from Mary Pierce, and re- 
marked, “How fortunate to have wealthy 
acquaintances overseas!” 

The Mercereaus had met the American 
family last summer at Dijon. Mary Pierce 
was just Francoise’ age, but her parents 
had let her go swimming and hiking and 
even dancing at the casino with Fran- 
goise’ brother Pierre, who was seventeen, 
precisely as if she were engaged to him. 
Mary had laughed when Frangoise ex- 
pressed surprise. “Why, at home girls go 
around with boys from the time they’re 
in kindergarten. What’s wrong with that?” 

“Nothing,” Francoise replied dismally. 
She saw herself with her dark hair short 
and beautifully waved like Mary’s, instead 
of wound severely in thick braids around 
her head. 

“But this style is so much more decorous 
for a schoolgirl,” Maman had explained. 
“You can’t be spending your time in a 
beauty parlor, dear! Wait — remember 
you ve a whole lifetime ahead!” 

Yes, and I’m wasting half of it looking 
ugly and having no fun, Frangoise thought 
bitterly. In the town in Normandy where 
Papa had headed the schools before he 
was called to Paris, she had had good 
times with her girl friends, especially in 
winter. She was as much at home on skates 
as in her heavy black school shoes. People 
had come to watch, declaring she was 
like a dark bird skimming over the ice. 


In Paris, she had been lonely— 
even before Désirée became engaged. At 
the big lycée, there were many groups 
who had come up through neighborhood 
grammar schools together. A newcomer 
was apt to be left on the rim of high school 
life. Francoise’ greatest pleasure was when 
Maman allowed her to go along to the big 
Palais de Glace skating rink in the Rue 
Gaumont with Désirée and her fiancé 
Raymond Valent, brother Pierre, and his 
pal Albert. 

Recently Albert filled her thoughts more 
and more. He was a tall, slender, hand- 
some boy with a quiet sense of humor, 
and a keen appreciation for painting and 
music, as well as a love of sports. Fran- 
goise could close her eyes and see him 
now, with his smile that was half a wink, 
as he grasped her hand and went twirling 
_ off in a dance step over the ice. But he 
» treated her like a little sister—never with 
- that “I’m-having-the-time-of-my-life” look 
_ she had seen on Pierre’s face while he was 
' tearing around Dijon with Mary Pierce. 
Well, of course not! Why should Albert 
think her pretty or interesting with her 

dark clothes and her straight hair? 

» Lately, while spending every spare mo- 
» ment helping Désirée prepare her trous- 
' Sseau, Francoise had dreamed shyly of 
having something glamorous of her own 
for the big day that was coming up—the 
skating carnival at the Palais de Glace. 
An image had kept reappearing haunt- 
ingly: herself, in shining attire, herself 
being congratulated by a smiling, admir- 
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ing, dazzled Albert. It was just a day- 
dream that it would have been too selfish 
even to mention. Until today, when the 
wonderful New Year’s gift package arrived 
from the United States. And among its 
treasures—the skating skirt! An angel must 
have whispered Frangoise’ dream to Mary. 
The skirt was an answer to a prayer! 

It was circular, its crimson velvet 
backed by a lining of white felt that made 
it stiff and perky. You could picture how 
it would swirl and sway as you cut a 
complicated figure on the ice. Francoise 
suddenly recalled asking Mary once, “Do 
you skate much in America?” 

Mary had chuckled and said, “Do we 
skate? I'll say we do! And ski too! I’m just 
crazy about winter sports!” 

Mary Pierce—small and dark like Fran- 
coise—how glamorous she must be, skat- 
ing in red velvet! And Frangoise—no one 
at the Palais de Glace carnival would look 
more beautiful than she—her dark hair 
short — yes, short — and her new white 
sweater topping the wonderful skirt. Red 
velvet was for dark girls, not for blonds 
like Désirée! 

The whole family had gathered in the 
parlor to open the gift box. They had 
sent Mary some little remembrances, but 
somehow they hadn’t thought about re- 
ceiving any, and they were happy and 
excited. When the string and paper had 
been removed, Maman reached in and 
lifted the velvet skirt out of the box with- 
out so much as noticing the eager rush 
of blood to Francoise’ cheeks. 

“Ah, something very lovely for your 
trousseau, ma fille,” she said with a smile, 
as Désirée reached for it. “It’s just what 
you will need, if you and Raymond go to 
the Alps.” 

Francoise gulped and nearly choked. 
Why hadn’t Mary put names on each gift? 
But she must have thought it was clear! 
Who could make such a mistake? 

Désirée had run to her room and re- 
turned to the parlor wearing the skirt. “It’s 
a speck tight in the waist,” she told Ma- 
man. “But it can be let out a few centi- 
metres.” 

Maman examined it. “Yes, that will be 
quite easy.” Then she held up a lace- 
beruffled nylon petticoat. “Look, Fran- 
coise, what a charming gift for you!” 

“I don’t want it! I don’t want it!” Fran- 
coise had rushed out of the parlor, down 
the hall to her bedroom. She had slammed 
the door and locked it, and flung herself 
down to sob. How could they be so blind 
—and so unfair? 

That had been at least two hours ago. 
No one in the family cared. They were 
going about their own concerns: Pierre 
thumping his foot on the floor while he 
listened to the small radio in his room 
across the hall; Papa reading in the dining 
room, and sometimes calling out good- 
naturedly, “Un peu de silence, sil vous 
plait!” ; Désirée with Maman in her room, 
perhaps already ripping the skirt. 

Francoise leaped off her bed. It was 
dusk. She turned on the light over her 
dressing table, unbraided her long hair 


and brushed it out, thick, shining, dark. 
She took a pair of shears from the drawer 
and with a hand that trembled began to 
lop it off. Short, short. She might never 
wear the skating skirt, but she would have 
short hair like Mary’s. There would be 
nothing they could do about that! 

The long tresses fell all around her. She 
picked them up in handfuls and laid them 
down carefully. They had a sheen like 
silk in some beautiful brocade. But when 
she surveyed herself in the mirror, her 
tearstained face with unevenly cropped 
hair didn’t remind her much of Mary. 
Maybe I was just born to look horrible, 
she thought. 


There came a tapping on her 
door, then Maman’s voice, saying very 
softly, “Francoise, my pet! Come, mon 
petit choux! Marie has supper ready. 
Come, darling.” 

Francoise hesitated. Then, reluctantly, 
she unlocked the door and flung it open. 
Maman came in and closed it gently be- 
hind her. She stood there for endless sec- 
onds, staring. There were quick tears and, 
yes, something dangerously like a twinkle 
behind them, in her eyes. 

“It will need a little shaping,” she said 
finally, in a voice that was a caress. “A 
soft, natural wave would do. But—yes, 
I think it will be very becoming.” Then, 
impulsively, she put her arms around 
Francoise and kissed her moist cheeks, 
first one and then the other. She drew 
her daughter down beside her on the bed. 

“Petite,” she whispered, “I know how 
hard all this is for you. But—most of life 
is just that—giving up things for-someone 
else’s sake. In the end you'll find it’s what 
you give up that makes you happy—not 
really what you get!” 

“Maman, it’s not fair! The skating skirt 
belongs to me! It doesn’t even fit Désirée! 
And it’s not for a blond! I know Mary 
meant it for me. Write and ask her!” 

“T will, dear, if you insist. But I think 
Mary meant you to settle it between you. 
And—Désirée will soon be getting mar- 
ried. She ought to have some lovely things 
this once in her life. I'm sure you want 
her to. Yet you know how few luxuries 
we can afford. France can't let us splurge. 
For a long time, dear, doing without will 
be good citizenship.” 

“Then why can’t Désirée do without?” 

“She can. She does, dear. She’s been 
very reasonable about her trousseau.” 

“That nylon petticoat would be fine 
for her.” 

“She has some beautiful lingerie. You 
know, for you helped make it. The hand 
finishing you did, Francoise, was as good 
as the big ateliers turn out. I'm very proud 
of you!” 

Francoise had learned to sew as soon 
as she could hold a needle. It was Maman 
who had been her tutor. She always in- 
sisted that sewing is as much a French 
heritage as painting and sculpture and 
science and poetry. Francoise had gladly 
volunteered to help turn odd bits of choice 
fabric and old (Continued on page 28) 
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BIRTHDAY is like a wayside sta- 
tion on a journey. You stop long 


enough to look around you and 
get your bearings. You look back over the 
way you have come. You wonder about the 
journey that lies ahead. At least that’s how 
I think of birthdays. And just as some wayside 
stations give a better view both behind and 
ahead, some birthdays seem more significant 
than others. And those are the ones that you 
never forget. 

Certainly I shall never forget the birthday I 
was sixteen. I woke up early and lay for a moment 
with my eyes closed, trying to imagine I was back 
in Langdon, Virginia. Birds would be twittering 
in the maple tree outside my window, and perhaps 
there would be the sound of a lawn mower next 
door—Ronnie liked to get his chores done early. 

There would be good kitchen sounds too — the clink 
of dishes, the closing of the icebox door as Aunt Bess 
went about getting breakfast. 

No such sounds came to me now. “Tokm-eh-morgh!” 
Raspingly it rang out. That would be the egg vendor, a 
ragged boy balancing on his head a great basket of pink 
eggs—pink, to show they were hard-boiled. Then the wail 
of the bread boy—the thin, pancakelike sheets of native 
bread draped over his shoulder—“Nah-oon—nah-oo-ooon!” 
And through all the clamor, the clop-clop of horse-drawn 
droshkies. For this was Teheran, Iran, and half the world 
away from my beloved Virginia. 

When I knew I was to come here to live with Aunt Mary 
and Uncle Bob, who are missionaries, my excitement had 
been unbounded. All the gang had envied me. The history 
teacher had devoted a whole period to a discourse on the 
triumphs of Cyrus the Great and the glories of ancient 
Persia. I guess I didn’t realize how many of the glories had 
departed or how much I would miss the gang. School had 
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been fun back home. Here, except for Persian class, I had pri- 
vate lessons in history, English, and math with Dr. McIntyre. 
Oh, I was homesick all right! 

Of course it didn’t do a bit of good to lie in bed feeling sorry 
for myself. So up I got and padded across the room to close the 
window. By leaning out I could see the mountains, a dark barrier 
to the north, streaked here and there with white rags of snow. 
In the courtyard under my window Aziz, the cook, in baggy 
trousers and old brown shirt, was fanning a small heap of char- 
coal into a blaze. I watched him scoop up the burning mass 
with a little shovel and slide it dexterously into the cylindrical 
center of the big copper samovar. This was the way water was 
heated for the breakfast coffee. Household tasks were so labor- 
ious in Teheran. No wonder Aunt Mary kept two servants. 

By the time I got down to the dining room Uncle Bob and 
Aunt Mary were half through breakfast. They greeted me with 
“Happy birthday!” There was a package at my place which 
turned out to be a Persian bracelet of turquoise and silver. It 
was really lovely, and I hope I showed how much I appreciated 
it. They must have guessed, though, that I was pretty homesick 
because Uncle Bob said, “Althea, my dear, I hope your stay 
with us is not going to be an endurance test.” 


by MARGARET CURTIS McKAY 


Some birthdays, like the one 





Althea spent in Teheran, 


make a lifetime impression 


He spoke in that gentle way he has, accent- 
ing the second syllable of my name, Althea. 
When he pronounces it like that I know he is 
thinking of the Greek meaning, “a healer,” and 
remembering my father and mother, who were 
missionaries too, before they died of typhus 
in India. 

Uncle Bob went on: “I would like to think 
you were enjoying yourself.” 

“Of course she is enjoying herself,” broke 
in Aunt Mary briskly. “Come, eat your break- 
fast, dear. Because it’s your birthday I’m going 
to excuse you from helping at the clinic this 
afternoon.” 

Well, that was a break! How I hated that 
clinic with its line of sad-looking native women 
in their chaddurs — those sheets they wrap 
themselves in—and all carrying little babies with sore eyes. 

As I walked the seven or eight blocks to Persian class my 
thoughts went back again to Virginia. The hills would be turning 
green, and the gang would be meeting after school to talk over 
plans for the junior prom. Who would be going with Ronnie 
this year? I felt terribly alone in this strange city. The near-black 
of the umbrella pines above the walls of the Russian Embassy 
were blots on the blue of the morning sky. Not far off rose the 
walls enclosing the compound of the British Embassy, closed 
now on account of the oil disputes. 

Walls, walls everywhere, until you came to the shops which 
were mostly just alcoves along the street. The little flowershops 
with their potted plants were like patchwork quilts made of 
all the colors of the rainbow. But they reminded me of Aunt 
Bess’s garden back in Virginia and added to my homesickness. 
I tell all this to show what a foul mood I was in by the time I 
reached Persian class that day. 

There were only five or six in the class, mostly clerks of as- 
sorted ages from the American Embassy—all years older than I. 
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Then there was David Selby, who had been with the British 
Embassy and now had a job in a bank. He couldn't have been 
more than twenty. He wasn’t bad-looking—red hair and blue 
eyes. But the eyes were cold. You couldn't imagine his laugh- 
ing and kidding like the boys back home. 

Aunt Mary said it was just his British way. He was a very 
bright young man and would probably work his way up to being 
an ambassador some day. But to me he seemed just plain stuck- 
up. He had hardly spoken two words to me since I'd been there, 
although the class was conducted in a very informal way. 


As I took my place that morning I noticed that Shirin 
Mahmoudi was present. She was the daughter of our teacher and 
often came to class with her father—to learn English, she said. 
She was very beautiful, with big dark eyes, jet-black hair and 
lovely olive skin. Today a new boy sat beside her. I knew it 
was her brother who had been to school in Beirut and who, 
Shirin had told me, was expected home for a visit. He looked 
a lot like Shirin, which made him plenty good-looking. 

After class Shirin introduced her brother, whose name was 
Akbar. Persian class was held at the Anglo-Persian Club, which 
had a very pretty, walled garden. We three drifted out there 
now and sat down on a stone bench beside the fountain. Akbar 
spoke English quite well, and he began at once to ask all sorts 
of questions about America. The United States was the one 
place in the world he wanted to visit. What was it like? 

Well, what was the United States like! While I was trying 
to make up my mind how to begin telling him, David Selby 
strolled up, nodded carelessly to us and sat down beside Akbar. 
As usual his snooty manner irritated me. I'll tell "em what the 
United States is like, I thought, and began talking. 

“In the first place,” I said, “it is the biggest and strongest 
country in the world! And the richest!” 

“Hear! Hear!” interrupted David Selby. Only it sounded like 
“Heyah, heyah.” And he was smiling. Furious, I plunged on. 
“Nearly everybody has a car, and you should see all the elec- 
trical appliances—” 

“But,” Akbar broke in, “I’m more interested in how does 
America look?” é; 

“It’s the most beautiful country in the world. It has everything 
—big cities, wide rivers, great plains, and mountains!” I stopped 
for breath. Akbar’s eyes were shining. 

He broke in again. “But Teheran is beautiful city. How is it— 
different from—from your New York?” 

“Oh!” I exclaimed, “in New York, or any other American city, 
you never see so many beggars. And the people dress well, and 
the streets are clean, and—” 

“Heyah! Heyah!” exclaimed David Selby again. 

I knew he was making fun of me, but something drove me 
on to more and more bragging. Akbar and Shirin were drinking 
in everything I said. 

Akbar said, “The peoples—tell what they are like—all those 
millions of well-dressed peoples!” 

Before I could answer David Selby said quietly, “Need you 
ask? They are like Althea Markham. I should say she is a 
typical American.” He gave a little shrug and walked away 
without another word. He didn’t even go quickly, as if he were 
angry. He just slouched away nonchalantly, indifferently, as if 
I were beneath contempt. 

“Continue!” said Akbar, and Shirin added, “Please!” 

I was fighting back tears of mortification. I got up abruptly, 
saying I had to be going. I didn’t feel a bit like going back 
to the Mission, though, so when Shirin begged me to go home 
with them I agreed. But even tea served in the most delicately 
beautiful china cups I had ever seen did not cheer me up. 

Akbar soon tired of badgering me with questions about the 
United States. My answers were so unsatisfactory that he wan- 
dered off, leaving Shirin and me alone. 

“You must not suffer over the speaking of that rude English- 
man,” she said softly. 

“As if I cared!” I exclaimed quickly. But I knew I did care. 
Stuck-up David Selby he might be, but there was something 
about him that gave me the feeling my bragging about America 
had been tactless and ill-bred. This, on top (Continued on page 36) 
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by MARIA MENDOZA 


ing galleons laden with treasure or raiding distant shores in 

their slave traffic, a Chinese princess was captured off the 
coast of Mexico. Her story took an unusual twist. For history 
records that a gallant Mexican set her free. And — after the 
manner of a fairy princess—her own noble character and gen- 
erous nature made her one of the most beloved “national” her- 
oines of her adopted people. 

Today, tourists visiting the great country on our southern 
border often return with lovely replicas of the Princess Mirra— 
or the “China Poblana,” as she is familiarly known. “China” 
means “Chinese girl”; “Poblana” refers to the City of Puebla 
de Los Angeles, sixty-five miles from Mexico City, where she 
made her home. 

Puebla was 150 years old when the beautiful slant-eyed prin- 
cess first set foot there nearly three hundred years ago. On 
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Lovely Mirra, “China Poblana,” set the fashion 


for Mexican native dress for several centuries 


On gay festival days, when the charro 
rides his burro and there’s music in 
the air, girls still don the costume 
designed by their adopted princess 


April 16, 1531, a Franciscan missionary, Fray Toribio de Bene- 
vente, and sixteen thousand natives broke ground for this won- 
der city of the New World. He had chosen as a site for the 
city a mountain-ringed plateau, seven thousand feet above sea 
level, where the climate was eternal spring. And because it was 
resurrection day, he named it Puebla de Los Angeles, or “city 
of the angels,” after the angels who guarded the tomb of Jesus. 
Perhaps the people of Puebla never quite forgot the generous 
and protective spirit of Fray Toribio. If they had, the fate of 
Princess Mirra might have been different. For these were cen- 
turies of bold conquest, ruthless treasure-hunting, and lawless 
Piracy all around the globe. Legitimate trading vessels scanned 
the horizon in every direction anxiously, ever fearful that a 
distant sail might be that of some murderous crew against whom 
they would have to defend their cargo with their swords. 
Among the most notorious of these privateers in the seven- 
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teenth century were Sir William Dampier, and his mate, Sir 
Towunley, who operated an entire fleet of pirate vessels in the 
Pacific—from the shores of the New World to the Philippines 
and beyond—preying upon the ships that were carrying precious 
jewels and spices and woven fabrics from the Orient to the 
Spanish masters of the Americas. In 1685, Sir Towunley led 
his crew against a Chinese galleon that was nearing Acapulco 
on the Mexican coast. They boarded the vessel and after a 
fierce hand-to-hand encounter, in which they were the victors, 
seized its rich cargo. 

But Sir Towunley found other booty on the ship than gems 
and silks. For it carried as a passenger the seventeen-year-old 
Princess Mirra, traveling with her retinue of servants and a 
fabulous wardrobe. The pirate quickly appropriated her gold 
and other treasure, then carried her back toward the Orient. 
In Manila he sold her belongings for an excellent price, then 
offered the princess herself to the highest bidder in the slave 
market there. 

As Mirra stood trembling on the slave block, her innocence 
and beauty touched the heart of Captain Miguel Sosa, a sea 
captain from Puebla de Los Angeles. He and his wife were 
devout people, who often had deplored the terrible institution 
of slavery. Now, far from home, seeing the terror in the eyes 
of this young girl, he must have thought of his own family, 
perhaps even of Fray Toribio, and the legend of the guardian 
angels who had lent their name to his home town. Against many 
rough and brutal men who offered their gold for the young slave, 
Captain Sosa bid until he made her his property. 


In his life on the high seas, this was the strangest cargo 
Captain Sosa had ever brought back to Mexico. His ship, like 
the one that had been overhauled by the pirates, was soon headed 
for Acapulco, on Mexico’s northwestern coast. It arrived without 
mishap. Meanwhile the kindly captain had explained to the 
frightened little princess that no harm would come to her, that 
he was taking her home to a beautiful city where she would be 
treated as a guest, not as a slave. 

Even so, the journey, by land as well as by sea, was a perilous 
one. A long one, too, for the Mexican burro does not travel with 
the speed of the automobile. Through jungles and forests, across 
vast mountains and plains that separate Acapulco from Puebla 
de Los Angeles, the captain and the princess made their way. 

While the Princess Mirra was being given a kindly welcome 
by his family, the captain unloaded several bulky packages he 
had brought along and that were securely tied on the back of 
one of the burros. Opening them, he revealed many fine linens 
and costly silks and jewels. 

“They are yours,” he told Mirra, “to replace what you lost 
and to enable you to start a new life in Puebla.” 

The captain and his wife said little about the young girl he 
had rescued from slavery. They placed her in the home of 
friends—an elderly couple whom they charged with the mission 
of teaching her the Mexican language and customs, and helping 
her accustom herself to the humble life she must now lead. But 
news of her arrival spread in the city, and many came to the 
house where she dwelt, eager for a glimpse of this princess of 
a land thousands of miles away. 

Mirra proved to be a good pupil. She quickly mastered Span- 
ish, and was eager to become acquainted with the people of 
this new land. On her daily walks about the city, she saw a side 
of life that was new to her and that filled her with pity. For 
at every corner she encountered barefooted, undernourished 
Indian children. Their misery was in strange contrast to the 
elegance and luxurious living of those of high estate. She longed 
to rescue the little ones from their poverty, even as she had been 
snatched from tragedy by the good (Continued on page 34) 
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by HARRY WALTON HOCHMAN 


OU CAN HAVE that date you dream 
about! 
“But, how?” you wail. 


Well, now, if you are interested in skiing, 
you do more than provide yourself with 
skis and poles and a slick outfit. You have 
yourself hauled up the mountain where 
the snow is. 

If it’s swimming you crave, you look 
around for water; if skating, a pond that’s 
frozen over. If your great objective is a 
date, you must go where people are—boys 
as well as girls. 

The first move is to get off that living- 
room couch where you and your girl 
friend Jean sit moaning about the other 
girls—the lucky ones!—who always have 
such exciting times. Move out into the 
scenery, taking along a full pack of friend- 
liness, personality, and charm. You should 
also have a good supply of honesty, good 
grooming, sociability, the ability to take 
a joke or make the best of a bad situation, 
and good judgment. 

RULE NUMBER ONE: A date means a 
boy. Jean and you can be sure of one 
thing. If you spend your time watching 
television or reading thrillers you'll never 
get a date. 

“Yes,” you object, “but a date has to 


16 





be a boy our own age—and we don’t know 
where to go to meet any! In school the 
ones we like are going steady, or they 
just don’t look at us. Maybe they might 
if we met them somewhere else and really 
got acquainted. But where?” 

The answer is, dates come about in 
the most unexpected ways as long as you 
mix with people — people of no matter 
what age or sex. 

Suppose, for instance, you go along 
with your family some Sunday afternoon 
to visit your teen-age cousin Humphry and 
his folks. Humphry is the last person on 
earth you'd care to date, and you're sure 
he considers you merely another family 
annoyance. For moral support, you ring 
up Jean and ask her to go along. 

“Be there in ten minutes,” Jean says, 
because she knows she has nothing to do 
at home alone, and isn’t meeting people. 


As things turn out, Cousin Humphry is _ 


playing darts in the cellar with his friend 
Bill. Before long, you and Jean are in the 
game, and you discover that Jean has 
taken a liking to Humphry. Bill isn’t a bad 
guy, either; in fact, he’s the very sort of 
boy you'd enjoy being on a date with. 
Now the question is, will Bill feel the 
same way? 





THAT DATE 


Drawing by Abbi Damerow 
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It's easy —if you follow the right formula! 


You and Jean are saying good-by with- 
out a sign of Bill giving away his future 
intentions. What now—a wasted day? No 
—friendly Jean saves it. 

“I'm planning to have the gang over 
at my house Friday night. Would you and 
Bill like to come along?” she says to 
Humphry. 

Jean has the right idea. Humphry may 
be a trifle shy with girls; perhaps after 
they've been together a second time he'll 
get up the courage to take her out. If 
Humphry and Bill accept, it’s an easy mat- 
ter to throw together a party. If they re- 
fuse, nothing is lost but a friendly try. 

RULE NUMBER TWO: You've already 
guessed it. Make a party. Boys always 
like to spend an evening with people their 
own age. If there are refreshments as well, 
and it’s not a tax on their limited spend- 
ing money, you don’t stand much chance 
to lose. So, you and Jean have done all 
right on your first try. Let’s see if there 
are any other pleasant activities that may 
easily lead to dates. 

Perhaps a club, especially coed, would 
be a good place to make new acquaint- 
ances. Almost anywhere you turn you can 
find a club to fit your needs. 

(Continued on page 59) 
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Photo Unations 


Young girls attend a UN nursing class on the roof of a clinic in Lahore 


HEN SALIMA stops by for you in 

her tonga to take you to visit the 

medical college in Lahore, Paki- 
stan, where she is a student, you may be 
a bit apprehensive about slipping off the 
tilted seat at the back of the two-wheeled, 
horse-drawn wagon driven by a turbaned 
old man. But she demonstrates how she 
sits comfortably in a half-sidewise posi- 
tion with one arm hooked over the leather- 
padded seat back, and the other free to 
clutch the notebooks in which she has 
prepared her studies for the day. 

“My parents always used to send a 
servant with me when I went to medical 
school each morning,” she explains, “for 
it is not considered proper for nice young 
girls to walk on the streets unchaper- 
oned. But now that I am in my third 
year, I may walk from my home with a 
fellow student, or even occasionally ride 
in one of these tongas, which is what we 
call our public carriages. They are like 
your taxis, except that they use horses 
instead of motors. I would not be per- 
mitted to ride alone; but if my sister or 
a woman friend is with me, my old nurse 
need not come. Of course,” she adds seri- 
ously, “this is because my parents are 
very advanced and wish their daughters 
to keep up with the times. I may tell you 
that my grandmother does not approve!” 

“And what,” I ask, “does she think of 
a girl of eighteen studying to be a doctor?” 

Salima smiles. Her dark eyes widen. 
“Oh, you may imagine! But of course life 
was so changed for the women of Pakistan 
after Partition, many things are accepted 
now which would not have been dreamed 


of five or six years ago.” 
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And then she tells you about the divid- 
ing of India into two independent sov- 
ereign states. One remained India (or 
Bharat, as it is now called). The other 
became Pakistan. Salima explains the 
great event referred to as “Partition.” A 
hundred million Moslems found them- 
selves in a minority in British-controlled 
India. They felt that under the rule of 
the Hindus their Moslem religion and 
culture were in danger and demanded the 
right to set up their own independent 
nation. British and Hindu leaders agreed, 
and thus the new state of Pakistan was 
born on August 15, 1947. It is a single 
nation, but divided geographically into 
two widely separated halves, each carved 





Clothes mark change, 
as girls wear their 
traditional dress or 
quit it for slacks, 
sweaters, bobby socks 
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by ANN ROOS 


In Pakistan's new republic 
Moslem girls have cast off 


veils, for work in slacks 


out of what formerly constituted India. 

“Partition was not accomplished with- 
out passion and bloodshed,” Salima re- 
calls. “Moslems and Hindus were killing 
one another, and nearly a million of our 
people were massacred. Seven million 
Moslems—men, women, and children—fled 
from their homes in all parts of India. 
Hungry, sick, without food or resources, 
they poured into our little new country 
of Pakistan!” 

“Was all of this uprooting necessary?” 

Salima’s eyes glowed. “For true Mos- 
lems it was. They moved so they might 
be free to practice their religion.” 

The horse clip-clops along and the 
tonga bowls (Continued on page 58) 
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by MARJORIE VETTER 


Illustration by Jack Breslow 


Tue Story So Far 


Jennifer Calderén, who did not like strange places or foreign people, 
sailed reluctantly to spend the winter with her dead father’s family in 
Cuba, while her mother, Christine Calderén, recuperated from a serious 
illness in Arizona. On the boat she made friends with a Cuban girl, 
Beba Rojas, and an American boy, Steve Brent, who helped to make 
her feel less strange and lonely. In Havana, she was met by her aunt, 
Rita Calderén de Beranguer, and her cousins, beautiful, disdainful 
Antonia Beranguer, and handsome, friendly Miguel de Cardenas. Her 
grandmother, Dofia Dolores, familiarly known as Dojia Lolita, who, 
Jennifer learned, was very proud and did not like Americans, was wait- 
ing to welcome her at the Calderén town house. 


PART TWO 


o this is Jennifer Calderén,” Dona 
Dolores said in a deep, musical voice. 
Jennifer stared incredulously at 
the trim elegant figure, so different from 
the stout elderly grandmother she had pic- 
tured. She felt her face flush under the 
sharp scrutiny of the beautiful black eyes. 
It was easy to see how Antonia came 
by her creamy white skin, and Miguel his 
handsome expressive eyes. How dumpy, 
fluttery Aunt Rita must suffer not to have 
inherited any of her mother’s good looks 
and clear-cut decisiveness. It was Antonia 
who, in spite of her amazing blue eyes, 
seemed most like her grandmother in looks 
and character. 

Dona Dolores bent to kiss her American 
granddaughter, and Jennifer was embar- 
rassed again as she drew away after the 
first kiss. Would she never remember that 
second Latin kiss! Dona Dolores put her 
arm through Jennifer’s and led her through 
an open panel in the huge, carved ma- 
hogany doorway. 

“This is your house,” she said in her 
rich voice. “It is not of the new fashion, 


Dona Dolores received Jennifer in a room bright with flowers and tropical birds 


but I hope you will love it more for that.” 

Jennifer could hardly repress a smile 
at the idea of loving this huge stone pile. 
She could see marble corridors, vanishing 
into the distance, and great high-ceilinged 
rooms on either hand. She thought of her 
mother’s small apartment, cozy and home- 
like, and the comfortable suburban 
homes of her friends. But this! Might as 
well talk of loving the New York Public 
Library or Carnegie Hall. 

“You are tired, no?” Dona Dolores con- 
tinued. “You like to rest in your room be- 
fore the lunch? Miguelito, tell Wong to 
bring the bags.” 

But Miguel carried in the bags himself, 
stood them on chairs, and opened them 
for Jennifer. When he had gone, Jennifer 
looked around her. The room was evident- 
ly meant for a young girl. The walls were 
pale blue, and the highly polished tiles of 
the floor were soft blue with small designs 
of apricot pink. The bed, the great ward- 
robe, the bureau and night table were ma- 
hogany, bleached to a warm cream color 
and waxed to a smooth mat finish. A part- 





ly opened door revealed a blue-tiled bath- 
room. Another door and a grilled window, 
stretching from floor to ceiling, opened on 
a flower-filled patio. 

Jennifer’s northern eyes were blinded 
by the brilliance of flowers in the bright 
sunshine. The leaves of the tall palm trees 
whispered in the light breeze, and there 
was the sound of water splashing from a 
fountain in one corner. Birds of various 
sizes and colors were singing and hopping 
about in cages along the galleried walk. 

“And this is December!” Jennifer re- 
minded herself, as she turned away. She 
began to unpack, humming tunelessly and 
wondering how soon she would see Steve 
again. 

Dofia Dolores’ maid Sophia came to 
conduct her to luncheon. Jennifer was in- 
troduced to three new members of the 
group. Don José, usually called Pepe, 
Miguel’s grandfather, was a handsome and 
courtly elderly gentleman, slim and fine- 
featured like Miguel. Uncle Beraldo, An- 
tonia’s father, was jolly and fat, with 
twinkling blue eyes and a booming laugh. 
The other man was Joaquin Rodriguez, 
the general manager of Central Lolita, the 
sugar mill named for Dona Dolores, 
which her husband had left to her. 

Jennifer was never to forget that lunch- 
eon. She could not eat the highly seasoned 
food and Don Pepe noticed it. 

“Here is a young lady from the States 
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who will not eat our famous arroz con 
pollo,” he said, “but I understand Ameri- 
cans make soup from the tail of an ox. 
Is that so, senorita?” 

“Why-—yes,” Jennifer admitted unhap- 
pily. “We do have oxtail soup.” 

“Angeles en el cielo me salven!” An- 
tonia exclaimed with a shudder. “And 
those disgusting white sauces you Ameri- 
canos put on everything,” she added. 
“How can you eat them?” 

“We don’t put white sauce on every- 
thing,” Jennifer protested vigorously. “And 
anyway, I think it’s delicious!” She 
thought: I needn’t have been so empha- 
tic. I actually sounded angry. What differ- 
ence does it make whether or not Antonia 
likes cream sauce? But Jennifer couldn't 
deny that her feelings were ruffled. 

Joaquin Rodriguez was talking earnest- 
ly to Dona Dolores. “You are magnifica, 
Dona Lolita — what the Americanos call 
the smart career woman!” 

Jennifer could see from the sparkle in 
her grandmother's eyes that she was 
pleased, but she raised her graceful white 
hands in horror. “Please, Joaquin, no,” she 
protested. “I do not approve the woman 
in business. The Cuban woman belong in 
her home.” 

Jennifer, thinking of her mother’s years 
of hard work, spoke out of a hot surge of 
anger. “Sometimes it is necessary for a 
woman to work to support herself and her 
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children,” she said. “We Americans ad- 
mire successful businesswomen_ very 
much.” 

Her grandmother answered, “In Cuba 
we prefer the feminine women who leave 
careers to the men. I take part in the af- 
fairs of the mill only when my presence is 
required.” 

The long heavy meal seemed intermi- 
nable, but it came to a close at last. “You 
must become accustomed to the siesta,” 
Miguel told Jennifer, “because everything 
in this country stops from twelve to three, 
so there is nothing to do but sleep.” 

As one by one of the various members 
of the group drifted off for their naps, 
Jennifer realized that all these people 
must make their home with Donia Dolores 
in the big house. Family feeling must be 
strong in Cuba, she thought, if such varied 
individuals could live together in harmony 
under one roof. 


Before Dofia Dolores retired, she in- 
vited Jennifer to come to her sitting room 
at five o'clock. “We must have the talk 
and begin to be acquainted, no?” 

Jennifer agreed and went to her room 
to throw herself on the bed. Though a 
little breeze carried the perfume of flow- 
ers from the patio, the midafternoon heat 
was heavy. From the street at the end of 
the long driveway came the distant rumble 
of traffic, the insistent staccato of the in- 
evitable horns, and the occasional musical 
calls of street vendors. Near at hand, some- 
one was playing a Strauss waltz on the 
piano. Jennifer wondered drowsily if it 
could be Antonia. 

She found herself reviewing the morn- 
ing as she would (Continued on page 44) 









OTHING IS MORE tempting than a cas- 
serole main dish, piping hot from the 
oven. This probably accounts for the 
growing popularity of casseroles for 

party buffets as well as family meals. Econ- 
omy, ease of preparation and serving are plus 
advantages when you are handling a crowd. 

A casserole main dish is usually a combina- 
tion of foods, baked in a heat-proof dish 
which is also used for serving. Many of these 
combinations can be prepared ahead of time, 
and cooked at the last minute. 

A good main-dish casserole should include 
at least one protein food—eggs, cheese, dried 
beans, fish, chicken, ham, canned or cooked 
meats. One or more of these and a starchy 
food—potatoes, spaghetti, macaroni, rice, or 
corn—are usually combined with a sauce such 
as white, cheese, tomato, or with canned soup. 

Toppings add interest: A bubbling cas- 
serole with a crisp, golden-brown topping is 
a tempting and attractive dish. Bread or 
cracker crumbs, crushed potato chips or corn 
flakes, or whole-wheat cereal make good top- 
pings. Grated cheese, melted on top, adds 
flavor. For a meat-pie type of casserole, 
mashed potatoes, pastry or biscuit dough are 
often used as toppings. For a colorful meat 
pie, try this sometime: cut out biscuits with 
a doughnut cutter, arrange on top of meat 
mixture, and after the casserole is cooked, 
fill the centers with hot cooked peas. 

Colorful additions: Peas, carrots, olives, 
pimiento, and green pepper are used in casse- 
roles for flavor and eye appeal. A sprinkle of 
paprika or a few sprigs of parsley, added just 
before the dish is served, give a*special touch. 


National Biscuit Company 
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Buttet basseroles 


by JUDITH MILLER 


Now let’s see what our readers have cooked 
up in casseroles for this issue. 


For a very good and very quick casserole, 
Carol Ostrom of Williamsfield, Illinois, sug- 
gests this recipe. All the ingredients, she 
points out, can be kept on the emergency shelf. 

CORNED BEEF CASSEROLE 
(6 oz.) package 1 cup milk 


— 


noodles 4 cup very finely 
1 (12 oz.) can corned chopped onions 

beef 1 cup grated American 
1 can cream of chicken cheese 

soup “4 cup cracker crumbs 


2 tablespoons butter 


Cook noodles as directed on package. Break 
corned beef into large pieces. Mix noodles 
lightly with corned beef, soup, milk, onion, 
and cheese. Season to taste with salt and 
pepper. Pour into well-greased 2-quart casse- 
role. Sprinkle with cracker crumbs and dot 
with butter. Bake in moderate oven (350° ) 
45 minutes. Makes 8 servings. 


Crushed cheese crackers provide the 
starchy food in this tuna casserole. Ruth 
Zimmer of Wayland, New York, says they 
give a delicious flavor. 

TUNA SUPREME 


Ya cup butter or % cup chopped ripe 


margarine olives 
4 cup flour 2 (7 oz.) cans tuna 
3 cups milk fish 


2 cups crushed cheese 
crackers 


% teaspoon salt 

% teaspoon pepper 
Make a white sauce with the butter, flour, 

milk, salt, and pepper. Arrange sauce, olives, 


A casserole of meat or fish with a crisp, crumb topping 


adds appetite and eye appeal to the simplest buffet 





tuna (broken into large pieces) and crackers in 
layers in a 1%-quart casserole, ending with 
crackers on top. Bake in moderate oven 
(350°) 30 to 35 minutes. Serves 6. 


Miriam Willis, of Lawndale, North Caro- 
lina, likes this way of combining two favor- 
ites—frankfurters and potatoes. With eggs 
and milk added, this casserole is high in pro- 
teins. To save time, you could use dehydrated 
or frozen mashed potatoes. 


POTATO-FRANKFURTER SOUFFLE 

4 to 6 frankfurters % cup hot milk 
3 eggs, separated % cup butter or 
2 cups hot mashed margarine 

potatoes 1% teaspoons salt 

Use 4 large or 6 small frankfurters. Slice 
them diagonally into pieces. Beat egg whites 
until stiff, but not dry. Beat egg yolks. Thor- 
oughly combine potatoes, milk, butter, and 
salt. Stir in egg yolks. Stir in trankfurter 
pieces. Fold in beaten egg whites. Pour into 
greased 2-quart casserole (this must be large, 
for the mixture will puff up in baking). Bake 
in moderate oven (350°) 50 to 55 minutes. 
Makes 6 servings. 


Here is a south-of-the-border casserole that 
can be prepared quickly, and leaves few dishes 
to be washed. Virginia Knight of San An- 
tonio, Texas, says it is one of her favorites. 
Serve it with a green salad, and pineapple 
for dessert. Or serve with a tray of crisp raw 
vegetables—carrot and celery sticks, tomato 
wedges—and a pineapple-cheese salad. 

CHILI CASSEROLE 
6 cups corn chips 2 cups grated American 

(8 oz. package) cheese 

1 No. 2 can chili con carne (without beans) 

Arrange corn chips, cheese, and chili in 
alternate layers in a casserole or shallow bak- 
ing dish, ending with cheese on top. Bake in 
moderate oven (350°) 30 minutes, or until 
hot and bubbling. Makes 6 servings. 


Rice is the meat stretcher used by Barbara 
Fewerstein of Cedarhurst, New York, in this 
casserole. This is a good recipe to remember 
when you have leftover cooked rice on hand, 
or leftover cooked meat, which may be used 
instead of the frankfurters. One cup of diced, 
cooked meat is sufficient. 

SPANISH FRANK CASSEROLE 
% cup chopped green Dash of pepper 

pepper 1 teaspoon worcester- 
4 cup chopped onion shire sauce 
% cup butter or 4 to 6 frankfurters, 


margarine sliced 
2 cups cooked rice 10 stuffed olives, 
1 cup canned tomatoes sliced 


V2 teaspoon salt Crunchy topping 


Cook pepper and onion in butter until just 
tender. Mix with rice, tomatoes, seasonings, 
frankfurters, and olives. Pour into greased 

(Continued on page 60) 
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Well-groomed hands are feminine. 


A little care every day will 
add beauty to your fingertips 


by GLYNNE 


T BEGAN in the cradle when somebody 
picked up two rosy little fists and 
said, “How wonderfully tiny!” Even 

then, your hands were being noticed and 
admired. You, yourself, spent hours just 
gazing at them with rapt attention. 

You grew. And though you never held 
on to a pair of gloves long enough to out- 
grow them, you were conscious that your 
hands were getting bigger. Perhaps this 
was the sum total of your thoughts about 
them, or perhaps you peppered them with 
all the wrong attentions like nail-biting, 
finger-chewing, or harsh soapings. 

Whatever you did or didn’t do then 
isn't half so important as what you are 
going to do now—now that you and those 
around you have begun to notice your 
hands all over again. 

Only a generation or two ago, hands 
pretty well told the story of who a person 
was and what she did. Hands softer-than- 
silk were the mark of luxury and idleness. 
The woman who did her own chores took 
her rough, red, calloused hands for 
granted. 

Today, good rich hand lotions and 
creams, special sleep mittens, and chip- 
proof nail polishes have brought about a 
real democracy of hands. You don’t have 
to be a Lazy Jane to have beautiful hands. 
Neither are slim, tapering fingers the sole 
criterion for beauty they once were. We 
have come to accept the idea that all 
hands—be they long and thin, short and 
broad, pale or brown—take on a femininity 
and charm providing that they are well 
cared for. 

What exactly are well-groomed hands? 
They are hands with petal-soft skin that 
feel every bit as smooth as they look. They 
are hands with oval-shaped nails — the 
prettiest ones come with a natural pink 
sheen on them from a buffer, or with a 
natural or pale-pink-toned enamel. 

Some teen-agers shy away from hand 
care because they have a mental picture 
of long-drawn-out sessions spent with 
shiny instruments, bottles, and _ sticks. 
This is a myth. A home manicure really 
is as easy as winking. Hands can be kept 
looking their best on about fifteen minutes 
every week plus a two-minute daily rou- 
tine. 

For your manicure date, select the same 
evening that you choose to wash your 
hair. You will need emery boards, an 
orangewood stick, cuticle remover, baby 
oil, cotton, light polish or a buffer. And 
now to work. 
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A hand-grooming kit of all your 
tools will remind you of that big 
date each week with a manicure 


First wash your hands, whipping up a 
good lather before rinsing them off; if 
they are really grimy, use a nailbrush to 
get off every speck of dirt from hands 
and beneath nails. Next, shape your nails 
with an emery board. A steel file is hard 
and can damage the nail. Avoid long, 
pointed nails that look clawlike. They 
catch, break off, and split. The best shape 
is an oval—rounded at the corners. After 
you have filed, soak your fingertips three 
to five minutes in a bowl] of warm sudsy 
water or, if your cuticles are especially 
hard, in warm baby oil instead. Dry them 
thoroughly and push each cuticle back 
with your towel as you do so. If you re- 
member this each time you dry your 
hands, your cuticles will soon be trained 
to reveal attractive half-moons. 

Now wrap the end of an orange. stick 
in cotton, and after dipping it in cuticle 
remover, gently push back the cuticle 
again. Rinse fingers and dry them well. 
That’s all. Your manicure is done except 


Courtesy of Trushay 


for decoration ...or shine. You can choose 
between a buffer or nail polish — also 
known as nail lacquer or nail enamel. 
Buffing takes longer but gives a delicate 
pink-tipped air. Polish lasts longer and a 
little practice masters the technique. With 
three or four long strokes try to cover the 
entire nail. It is easier than attempting 
to paint around the moons. Wait until the 
first coat has fully dried before applying 
a second. 

In beauty salons, before the second coat 
dries it is carefully wiped off the very 
edges of the nail. This is to prevent the 
polish from chipping whenever nails come 
into contact with objects. Try it—see how 
it works for you. When your polish is 
perfectly dry, run cold water from the 
tap over it to give an extra hardness. 
There—you're finished. It wasn’t so bad, 
was it? Above all, remember not to use 
your hands until you are positive that each 
nail is dry; otherwise the still-sticky polish 
will pick up the (Continued on page 40) 
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FIGURE PHOTOS BY 
BILL BENEDICT 














_— The new Italian look. Youth 

Mode’s imported rough-straw bag has 

double handles, loop closing. Natural straw 
braid with rose and green trim; about $1.75, plus tax 
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Poodle design comes straight from Paris 
to make this thirty-six-inch silk square. 
By Glentex. Turquoise, brown, red, navy, 
with contrasting centers; about $2 


The classic suit goes high-hat with couturier touches. 
By Derby in Bonarela (rayon linen). Jacket follows the 
curves, tops four-gore skirt. Collar and pockets are 
sparked with rhinestone and scroll trim. Available in 
pink, aqua, powder blue, navy ; 8-14 subteen; about $13 




















We're declaring a dividend—two Prize Purchases! 
Flavor these American-made suits 


with a foreign accessory. Stores listed on page 61 















STILL LIFE PHOTOS BY 
SOL KOHN 
ey From the land of the Swiss Alps we present 
“Shredded Coconut”—smart white half-hat with 
rows of synthetic straw braid—by 
Capulets. Navy or red velvet trim; about $3 
ith 
1as 
aw 
ax 
For a fresh point of view, washable white 
cotton-string gloves from Italy, in smart 
vertical knit pattern; stop short 
at wrist. By Wear-Right; about $1.75 
> 
1es. The shape you love so well. Slim-waist jacket and four- 
the gore skirt with a flair for flare. By glen of michigan. 
are Fabric is Bonarela (rayon that looks like linen). Double 
» in row of shiny moonstone buttons set in slanted white 
$13 buttonholes. Navy or brown; 8-14 subteen; about $11 
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The topper suit is going places this spring. Fashion-right in any country, it 
has a special affinity for the American way of living. It’s smart, practical, and 


lends itself to all-occasion wear. F or where-to-buy information, turn to page 61 









PHOTOS BY BILL BENEDICT 
HATS BY CAPULETS, BAGS BY YOUTH MODE, GLOVES BY WEAR-RIGHT 
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Right: Fare thee well, winter. Welcome spring 
with this smart all-wool topper-suit. Trim 
square-cut jacket is a joy to flip open. Lining 
and ascot tie mate merrily in striped 
red-and-white rayon. You'll be seeing red. 

too, in the pocket saddle-stitching. 
Slim-as-a-reed skirt has back pleat. By Jerry; 
available in gray, navy, or cadet blue; 

comes in sizes 8-14 subteen; price about $30 


Left: Check and double check your spring wardrobe. 


All-wool mix-mate topper-suit by Highlander. 
Hound’s-tooth jacket flares softly to just below 
the hips. Velvet pipes a pretty tune round 

shawl collar and pockets. Contrasting solid skirt, 
slim and smart with front pleat. Comes in navy 
and white, pink and gray, both with navy skirts. 
Sizes 8-14 subteen, about $30; also available 

in sizes 10-16 teen, about $32 


Right: Pert, pretty, and polka-dotted. The suit 
you'll love for its clean smart lines, its 
practicality, its at-homeness wherever you 
may be. Jacket with adjustable cuffs has 
special back interest—stitching sunbursts 
from collar to hem. The gay rayon-taffeta 
ascot rustles a spring tune. Fashion-slim 

skirt has kick pleat. By Jerry in navy, gray. 
blue wool-flannel; 10-16 teen; about $35 
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SECRET 


First Poetry Award 


Somewhere around a bend, 

Over the proud curve of a hill, 

There must be a secret place 

Where precious things are kept 

For future use. 

The moon must hide there 

While she is rebirth’d; 

And perhaps that’s where the stars are stored 
On rainy nights: 

And the robin’s song is laid away 

Between the shimmering sheets of April rain. 
And there, perhaps, is where my song will stay— 
Until I sing it once again. 

ROBIN VAN LOBEN SELS (age 15) El Monte, Calif. 


“HI THERE’ 
First Nonfiction Award 


We were standing in line, and getting slowly 
into the big ship that was standing in Bremer 
Haven. The name of the ship was General 
Stewart. The sea was green-gray and still so 
far, but my girl friend was already seasick. 

We all got into the ship and it slowly started 
to move out. Down on the shore they were play- 
ing the song “Auf Wiedersehn” in German; we 
on the ship had tears in our eyes. Sure it was 
hard to say good-by to an old country we loved 
so much, and go to a strange new country. We 
all were thinking, what will happen in Amer- 
ica? Will people be friendly? Will boys be nice? 
We girls had to think of boys too, you know. 

Well the ship was slowly getting farther into 
the sea. The shore was always farer, farer, 
until we couldn't see it any more. Then we 
were transferred to our cabins, men and women 
separated. My mother had a headache so she lay 
down, my girl friend was holding her stomach, 
her little sister was crying. Everything was 
upset. | went up to deck, thinking. | watched 
the sea—as the green waves hit against the 
boat. Then as | looked up I saw a young sailor 
washing the deck. He was an American, | knew 
that. He looked up too and smiled, “Hi there,” 
he said and came over. “You will like America.” 
He saw I did not understand so he tried again. 
“America good,” and “I am Dave, see? What 
is your name?” | understood somehow and 
said “Me Irene.” | tried hard at my English. 
He asked where I was going in America. I 
told him “Inohio,” but he knew that it was 
“Indiana.” He said “Me from Texas, cowboy 
land.” I nodded, “Texas nice,” and smiled. I 
heard a lot about Texas. 

Well, we became friends, during our ten- 
day voyage. Dave tried to teach me English, 
I knew words like “boy,” “girl,” and I knew 
what “Hi there” meant, too. 

One morning at five my girl friend woke me 
and said “Come on out, Dave wants you.” “At 
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Here is your own department in the magazine. Send 


us your best original short stories, poems, nonfiction, 


photographs, and drawings. See page 55 for details 


this time in the morning?” I groaned, but | 
got out of bed, put on my coat and went out. 
The deck was filled with people and from far 
away thousands of lights were shining. Dave 
came over. “New York,” he said. At ten o’clock 
we pulled into the harbor. We had to get down 
and | had to say good-by to Dave. I was very 
sad as | stepped down from the boat, but then 
| saw American people coming toward us, smil- 
ing and crying “Welcome” or “Hi there,” - and 
I] knew that I will like this country. And so it is. 
IRENE SRILAK (age 16) Cleveland, Ohio 


SEVEN YEAR DISASTER 


First Fiction Award 


| have done everything that | can. Time alone 
will tell if it has been enough. All day | have 
had the radio turned on for the latest news 
reports. One by one all the other radio stations 
except our local one has faded into silence. The 
local news announcer is exhausted with excite- 
ment. 


FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY 
AWARD: 

CHRISTINE CHEW 

(age 17) Santa 
Barbara, California 


PHOTOGRAPHY 
AWARD: 

DORIS RHODES 
(age 12) 

Cloud Chief, 
Oklahoma 





“The world has never felt such terror before. 
Never has the plague of the seven-year locusts 
brought such calamity. It is impossible to be- 
lieve the destruction they are causing. Millions, 
trillions of them eating everything in sight— 
nothing is untouched. It is like a black angry 
tornado swallowing everything which resists 
with huge relentless jaws. Whole cities lie 
deserted. Their buildings are full of broken 
windows. Not a human being is left alive in 
them. There are piles of broken insect bodies 
on the floors of the buildings. In the country 
there is not a spot of green anywhere. In the 
space of a moment after the locusts have settled 
and risen again, the land is bare and black- 
black with their broken bodies and black from 
the ravage of their champing teeth which chew 
endlessly.” The voice drones on. 

| pour a cup of coffee and pace the floor 
restlessly. | have boarded up the windows of 
the house but I do not believe it will do much 
good. The chimney opening has been covered 
and | have stored all the food | have on hand 

(Continued on page 56) 
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Each pattern 30¢ 


9081: A spring party dress with a scoop neckline with which you 
can wear your newest costume jewelry or heirloom necklace. Rayon 
shantung in one of the new bright shades would be pretty for this, 
or a paper-crisp taffeta. Sizes 11-17. Size 13 takes 3% yards 39” fabric 


9255: Here is a trio which will get your new year’s wardrobe off 
to a smart start. Each piece—blouse. weskit, and skirt—takes only 
1 yard of 54” material. The slim skirt has a back panel that 
opens into two pleats at the hem for easy stepping. Sizes 10-18 


9021: Designed for sizes 11-17, with a choice of cap or longer 
sleeves, this is a versatile dress, good for classroom or special- 
occasion wear. With buttons and belt as accents, you can use a 
striped or plain material for it. Size 13 takes 34% yards 35” fabric 


9308: This suit with boxy silhouette that fashion now favors is 
easy to make. For the skirt, choose a Southdown solid-color rayon 
flannel; for the jacket, a rayon plaid. Sizes 10-18. In 54” fabric, 
size 16 will require 14% yards for skirt; 1% yards for the jacket 
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These patterns may be purchased from The Ameri- 
can Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 East 44th Street, New 
York City 17. When ordering, be sure to enclose 
the correct amount for each pattern (sorry, no 
C.O.D.’s) and state size. We pay the postage. 
There is a clipout order blank on page 41 


27 








When homeworke 
got you down... 














































® Raisins give you a break—two 
ways. A handful of raisins tastes 
plenty good ’n’ sweet. What’s more, 
those raisins pep you up with quick 
energy to go through that home- 
work fast. Ask your mother to get 
some—for you. Bet she will! 









CALIFORNIA RAISIN ADVISORY BOARD, FRESNO, CALIFORNIA 
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The Day Will Come (Continued from page 11) 


dresses into a trousseau for Désirée. But I won't 
help any longer, she thought rebelliously. 

Maman seemed to read her thought. She 
sighed. “Come, dear. Papa is hungry, and 
Marie is waiting to serve us and be through.” 

Désirée ate in silence, never glancing at her 
sister. No one mentioned the red-velvet skat- 
ing skirt. No one would, Francoise realized. 
They thought her selfish. The skirt was lost 
to her. 

After supper Désirée stopped at her door 
and said, “Francoise, I was thinking you 
might wear that little pink dress you and 
Maman made me to the party on Thurs- 
day if you wish. It wouldn’t hurt it, and I’m 
sure it would be becoming.” Francoise turned 
her head away and didn’t answer. 

The party was next week. French schools 
close on Thursdays, instead of Saturdays as 
Mary had said they do in the United States. 
Papa and Maman had paid a formal call on 
Mademoiselle Duval next door, to ask if she 
would agree to their holding a small recep- 
tion and dance for Désirée and Raymond and 
their friends on the big top-floor landing. 
Though their apartment was large, the parlor 
was rather cramped. They would move the 
piano out on the landing—and of course Ma- 
demoiselle Duval would be one of their hon- 
ored guests. Maman reported that she had 
been most gracious. Francoise had secretly 
wondered whether Albert danced and wheth- 
er he would ask her to dance with him. The 
pink dress — yes — no, he might guess it was 
borrowed from the trousseau. And besides, 
she didn’t want any favors from Désirée. 


The next morning Francoise was 
awake early. She slipped out to the kitchen 
for her bread and coffee. Breakfast with the 
Mercereaus, as with all French families, was 
just a quick, stand-up affair, with café-au-lait 
in a big bowl. Marie cut two slices of dark 
bread and buttered them for Francoise. It 
was her way of showing sympathy. 

“Marie, do you ever expect to get mar- 
ried?” Francoise asked. 

“Of course I do. I own a cow. That’s a fine 
dowry in my village.” 

“Then why did you come to Paris?” 

Marie hesitated. “Well, you see, my 
younger sister learned dressmaking. She had 
the time, while I was caring for my father’s 
cows. I led them four miles out of town to 
our field each morning and back at night, and 
did the housework too, because my mother 
wasn’t strong. My sister had all the advan- 
tages. And then she became engaged to a 
gendarme! It was very unfair of her, when 
she was the younger and knew I could never 
make a fine match like that. So I came to 
Paris for a few years, and she had to post- 
pone her wedding.” 

Francoise stared at Marie. She had never 
suspected Marie could be harboring a grief 
not entirely dissimilar to her own. But—had 
Marie done right? Frangoise never could do 
a thing like that to Désirée! 

Later that morning Maman gave Francoise 
some money and said, “Petite, go down to 
Monsieur René’s shop and get him to give 


you a hair trim and wave. My youngest must 


be beautiful for the party.” 

Francoise came back looking uke a young 
princess. The whole family exclaimed at the 
transformation, even Pierre. And Papa said, 
“Parbleu, he’s turned her into an American!” 

Still, Francoise’ heart was strangely heavy. 
She felt mixed up and ashamed not to be 
able to put the skating skirt out of her mind. 





Was it really selfish to care so much about 
a scrap of velvet? But she did—she did—ter- 
ribly! In the afternoon, Maman and Désirée 
went down to the little end bedroom to sew. 
She could hear the beat of the old foot- 
treadle machine. But they didn’t ask her to 
join them. Perhaps they were remodeling the 
skating skirt and thought she wouldn’t want 
to be there. She felt so forlorn that after a 
while she ventured down to the door. No, it 
was a skirt of plaid material that must be 
pleated all around. Francoise couldn’t resist 
pitching in. After the skirt there was a blouse, 
with a little round collar that could be turned 
neatly over a sweater neck. The afternoon 
passed quickly. 

So did the few days left before the party. 
Thursday morning Francoise helped Pierre 
and Désirée carry out furniture and arrange 
it tastefully on the top-floor landing. There 
were hothouse flowers sent by Désirée’s 
future father-in-law, Monsieur le Colonel. 

Monsieur le Colonel Valent was a widower. 
He was a mountain of a man, standing six 
feet tall and very impressive in his gray-blue 
officer’s uniform, with red top hat and gold 
braid. His booming voice must have struck 
fear to the poilus under his command. Ray- 
mond, slender and dignified, a philosophy in- 
structor at the Sorbonne, seemed a bit over- 
awed by him. 


While they were dressing for the 
party, Désirée came to Frangoise with the pink 
frock. It was tulle, made out of a dress Maman 
had had when they were babies. The mate- 
rial was exquisite, and the off-shoulder neck- 
line they had contrived was the latest mode. 
Francoise couldn’t resist slipping into it. 
When she glanced at herself in the mirror, 
the siren she beheld was someone she had 
never known. “I’ll—I’ll borrow it if you're 
sure you don’t mind,” she said, in a small 
voice. 

“Of course I don’t mind,” Désirée reas- 
sured her. “You-look like a dream!” 

Soon the big landing filled up with a merry 
crowd. Young men from the Sorbonne, invited 
by Raymond. Young girls who were Désirée’s 
acquaintances, chaperoned by their parents. 
Golden-haired Désirée wore a corn-color taf- 
feta that made her like a sunbeam. 

The young people danced, with Monsieur 
Mercereau at the piano; the older ones sat 
around the walls of the landing and along the 
banister of the broad staircase. Several of 
Raymond’s friends asked Francoise to dance. 
No one treated her like a child. 

Albert arrived late. He paused at the top 
of the stair before shaking hands with 
Monsieur and Madame Mercereau, Monsieur 
le Colonel, Désirée, and Raymond. Francoise 
knew his eyes were on her, and her heart 
beat double time. He was staring like some- 
one who has had a revelation. 

When they danced together he whispered, 
“Why, Francoise, you are beautiful!” He 
smiled, that funny little way he had. Later, 
when they stood talking with Désirée, he 
said, “Did you know Francoise and I are 
going to win a prize at the ice carnival? She 
can dance—but, oh, how she can skate!” 

“Of course!” Désirée agreed merrily, a 
thoughtful expression in her eyes. 

Francoise had never expected to have such 
fun at Désirée’s party. Everyone was having 
a glorious time. Even Monsieur le Colonel 
turned into a jovial creature, whose booming 
laugh echoed through the school. Time and 
again he singled out Mademoiselle Duval, 
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~ Making pictures—snapping them, that is— 
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pon is only part of the fun. Develop and print them too! 

we Darkroom? Not necessarily. Ordinary room light is perfectly 
— OK for making prints with Kodak’s remarkable}Velite Paper 
ere (and that’s the paper you'll find in the kits described below). 
~ For film developing with a tank, you need only a momentary 
aa black-out (normally found in some convenient closet). 

bas There’s magic in the way prints come up out of “blank” 

old white paper. And there’s a world of pleasure in having ie 
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get going, with one of the most popular hobbies 
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New Scientific Medication... Clearasil 


STARVES 


‘Whod believe / was ever 
embarrassed by PIMPLES /” 





* 


x $ 


PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED... . hides pimples while it works 


j 


iv 4 


Doctors prove this new medication 
especially for pimples really works! 

In skin specialists’ tests using 
CLEARASIL on 202 ‘patients, 9 out of 
every 10 cases were cleared up or defi- 
nitely improved. And when 3002 nurses 
tested CLEARASIL, 91 out of every 100 
nurses reporting said they preferred it 
to any other pimple medication, 
Amazing starving action, CLEARASIL 
actually starves pimples because it helps 


Clearasil 


Now also available in Canada (slightly more) 
30 





Proved effective 
by doctors... 
endorsed by nurses 
in nationwide tests 


remove the oils that pimples “feed” on. 
And CLEARASIL’s antiseptic action stops 
the growth of bacteria that can cause 
and spread pimples. 


Instant relief from embarrassment be- 
cause CLEARASIL is skin-colored to hide 
pimples while it helps dry them up. 
Greaseless, stainless. Pleasant to leave 
on day and night for uninterrupted 
medication. 

America’s largest-selling specific 
pimple medication... because CLEARASIL 
has helped so many young people and 
adults. cLEARASIL is GUARANTEED 
to work for you as it did in doctors’ and 
nurses’ tests or money back. Only 59¢. 
Economy size 98¢. At all druggists. 
Get CLEARASIL today. 
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of all people, and whirled her around the 
waxed floor of the landing. 

By bedtime Francoise was in a joyous haze. 
The party, which began at five, lasted until 
ten, with Marie, in a pretty blue dress, pre- 
paring and helping serve the buffet supper 
in the dining room. Then—all too soon—the 
guests were gone, the straightening up over, 
the big school silent. 

In her bedroom, Francoise hung the pink 
dress carefully on a hanger where she could 
glance at it until she turned out the light. 
Tomorrow would be time enough to take it to 
Désirée and thank her for her generosity. To- 
night she would make believe it was hers. 

But presently Désirée came tiptoeing in, 
carrying the red-velvet skating skirt. “It’s 
yours, petite soeur,” she said. “I’m sorry I 
forgot about the ice carnival. You must have 
it for that! You’ve nothing beautiful to wear.” 

There was a quick clash of battle in Fran- 
coise’ heart. Then she said, “Oh, but Désirée, 
I have—I have! My white sweater and the 
black skirt—and maybe Maman would lend 
me her red scarf to tie around my waist.” 

“But—” 

“No, Désirée—Mary sent it for your trous- 
seau. Tomorrow I'll help you let it out to fit.” 

“But I know you wanted it so much,” 
Désirée said tenderly. 

“I did, but I don’t now. Don’t you see, 
Désirée? I’ve everything I need now. Short 
hair and curls like Mary’s. And a lot of—of 
other things!” She stopped short, seeing Al- 
bert at the head of the staircase, staring at 
her — and then later his funny little smile. 
“You're beautiful,” he had said. “We're sure 
to win a prize at the ice carnival.” 

“Truly, I want you to have it, dear,” 
Désirée was insisting. “I'd forgotten, truly!” 

“I know,” Francoise said slowly. She stood 
there, thinking how people would admire 
her blond sister in the red-velvet skirt when 
she and Raymond were in the Alps on their 
wedding trip. Crimson can be lovely on 
blonds, too. 

“It’s yours, Désirée,” she said firmly. “Please 
don’t worry. I’ve been selfish and mean—but, 
can you understand? I really don’t need the 
skating skirt anymore!” THE END 


For a Valentine Party 





Your Valentine party decorations will be a real 
conversation piece if you make them yourself. All 
sorts of colorful dishes can be made with ordinary 
paper plates, crepe paper, lace paper doilies, and 
red cellophane tape left over from Christmas. The 
place card is made by sticking toothpicks decorated 
with red and gold hearts into a gumdrop. For full 
directions send a large, stamped, self-addressed 
envelope to Valentine, The American Girl, 155 East 
44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 
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to my candy kid... 
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Three-flavored fun % from Mars’ sunlit 
kitchens—the best liked chocolate-covered 


candy bar in all the world... Milky Way. 


1. Rich milk chocolate 
% ~ 2. Golden caramel 


3. Creamy chocolate malted milk nougat 
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BIG BOOKLET, PACKED WITH HELPFUL INFORMATION 





Just take a look ata 
few chapter headings! 


It’s easy to be popular when you can bone up on these fresh, 


smart tips on how to stand out as a leader in your crowd... 


| baa” ie . 
Popular is as Poputar Does, and stay there. This big, illustrated booklet is full of down- 
Here Comes the Grooming. 


Athletes Are Born and Made. 
make you that popular person you want to be! For your 
How to Get the Best of Your Books. 


Sete Nl FREE copy of HOW TO BE TOPS IN YOUR TEENS, fill out 


H and mail the coupon below. 


to-earth facts on grooming, personality, sports ... things to 



























WHATS THE FIRST TIME 
é BIG 1 EVER READ 
; EXCITEMENT/ STUFF LIKE THIS 
THAT AAADE 


GET YOUR 
OWN COPY. | 
ITS FREE/ 
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THIS NEW 
BOOK / 
ITS TERRIFIC! 













































United Fruit Company, Dept. A-2, Box +409, New York 46, N. Y. 





Please send me a FREE copy of 
HOW TO BE TOPS IN YOUR TEENS 
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This is it for February! ““WIGWAM”... 


+ voted the Buskens ‘Shoe of the Month” by a fashion panel 
pss Ai ps of style and value experts! Soft, flexible leather, 
beaded and laced and wedged; fits like a dream, 


hed Mi, 4 é ’ walks like a feather; featured this month at your favorite 
te) AT ¢ y ( yf { | ite store, in a delectable range of Spring colors. 
Month” 
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Sex 


YSKENS. 


always gives you your ‘‘best buys’’, month in and month out! 
Wherever you live, wherever you go, you'll find a whole 


dazzling collection of fashion-mad, foot-happy Buskens! 


3.99 104,99 


slightly higher Denver west 


AT YOUR FAVORITE STORE, OR WRITE. WE'LL TELL YOU WHERE: BUSKENS, INC., DEPT. A, MANCHESTER, NEW HAMPSHIRE 


































































) wh 1 This beautiful Friendship Folio 

“ \\\ le) FREE, with every money-saving 
eae’ order of 50 Friendship Photos for 

$2. Beautifully designed to hold 12 wallet- 
size photos in transparent leaves. Fits easily 
or ee ee 


from one pose POSTPAID 












.-.for pictures you'll be proud to give 
LUXURIOUS, DOUBLE-WEIGHT, SATIN FINISH, WALLET SIZE 


riendship Photos 


= = from any photo, 
}| snapshot or negative 


20 


FOR ONLY 


$400 


on 90 for *2 


from one pose POSTPAID 
see bonus offer above 


illustration actual 
size luxurious double- 
weight portrait paper, 
finest satin finish. 








FOR EVERYONE ON YOUR LIST — beautiful photographs 

of yourself at a low, low price... perfectly reproduced 
on long lasting double-weight photographic paper 

of the highest quality. And there's nothing your 
classmates, girl friends, boy friends and relatives 
would rather have than your picture. . . especiaily 

in the convenient wallet size! 


KEEP SOME FOR YOURSELF — they're ideal for use with 
college, employment or passport applications. 


-. BOYS WANT FRIENDSHIP PHOTOS, TOO —. be sure to tell . 
them about these wonderful photographs that cost 
only pennies per picture. They'll love you for it! 


MAIL COUPON TODAY — Minirnum order $1. Or special 
offer of 50 Friendship Photos at $2 ordered at 

one time from one pose (plus FREE Friendship 

Folio). “Your money back air mail if you’ re ne delighted. : 





| FRIENDSHIP PHOTOS, Box 5-8 yeden 69, Mass. 
Please send me: 


0 20 Friendship Photos from one pose postpaid, $1 enclosed. 


Friendship Photos from one pose postpaid, $2 enclosed. 
Frienpsuip } © acorn 
s | am to receive the Friendship Folio with my order of $2 at no extra cost. 


‘made by 1 enclose photo or negative which you will return unharmed. 
Friese 's My money back air mail if I'm not delighted. 

_ producer Nadie an nhardandicusgtseaaekamueabanaake oaekdancuandeandamiiaaemeneinneiaoon 
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FRIENDSHIP PHOTOS — DIVISION OF MAIL-N-SAVE® 














Mexiceo’s Chinese Princess 


(Continued from page 15) 


Captain Sosa. One day she gathered up all 
the gifts the captain had given her and took 
them to a merchant, to whom she offered 
them for sale. 

“But why do you sell these things?” he 
asked. “Afterward, you will have nothing for 
yourself! What can you do with the money?” 

“Use it to pay a debt. I must buy clothes 
and food for these waifs less fortunate than 
Le have a home—and friends. I need nothing 
more. 

Perhaps the merchant tried to explain to 
Mirra that her small treasure would not go 
a long way in answer to so much need. But 
she would not have believed him. She would 
easily have guessed that if everyone reasoned 
like that, nothing good would ever get done 
in the world. 

Princess Mirra had saved out a few simple 
pieces of material from those Captain Sosa 
had given her. She chose for herself a strip of 
red flannel and a small piece of green satin. 
From these she fashioned a flowing red skirt, 
with a strip of green around the waist. With 
the skirt she wore a sleeveless hand-embroid- 
ered white blouse and a Mexican shawl called 
a rebozo. The costume combined Mexican 
design with the exotic Chinese patterns she 
remembered. When she roamed the streets 
of Puebla in her homemade outfit, young 
women stared in frank admiration. They 
named her dress the “China Poblana,” and 
soon they were using that name for the lovely 
wearer, too. 


One day a group of young women 
went to Mirra’s home to ask her to teach 
them to fashion a costume like hers. She 
happily agreed. Soon many women were 
dressed like her. And before many years had 
passed, the popularity of the costume had 
spread far and wide, to other states and cities 
of Mexico, until it became the most popular 
Mexican dress. 

The day came when the Princess Mirra 
was baptized and given the name of Caterina 
de San Juan. But somehow, the people of 
Puebla never consented to call her that. Nor 
did they call her Mirra. For them she was 
the beloved “China Poblana”—and so she 
lives in memory to this day. 

Is the costume she designed still worn in 
Mexico? Oh, yes, indeed. Almost three cen- 
turies have passed, but Mexican women still 
find the “China Poblana” becoming to them. 
Go into any town or village on a fiesta day, 
and you will see what we mean. Perhaps the 
charros or cowboys are going to parade in 
honor of a national holiday, or stage a rodeo. 
They are the Mexican “he-men”—muy hom- 
bres—and they are very much admired as 
they ride their short, broad, thin-legged Mex- 
ican horses and demonstrate their skill with 
a lasso or at other stunts. 

Beside the charros in procession ride the 
charras. They are skilled horsewomen who 
use the sidesaddle, but often can compete 
with their men in daring and dangerous stunts, 
even bullfighting on horseback. And the 
charras add color and brilliance to the show. 
For they wear the “China Poblana,” topping 
the ancient costume with a man’s sombrero. 

On fiesta days women of many social classes 
don the “China Poblana.” For them the 
Princess Mirra is almost a saint. Her life has 
been an inspiration to Mexicans for hundreds 
of years. THE END 
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It’s a 3-way thrill 


to Say... 





| “I made it myself!” 





All these thrills are yours when you sew—the thrill 


of having a big wardrobe on a small allowance . . . of 
wearing clothes just right for you . . . the deep-down 
joy of making things yourself! 


And, to make sewing itself a thrilling pleasure, 
there’s nothing like a SINGER* SEWING MACHINE—the 
surest, smoothest-stitching machine of all—favorite 
of generations of girls and their mothers! 
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; 
S Wait till you see all the wonderful SINGERs you 
can choose from at the SINGER SEWING CENTER! (Ad- 
', dress in phone book, under SINGER SEWING MACHINE 
COMPANY.) 

With a SINGER, you get a complete sewing course 
free, from experts at the Center. It’s a friendly place 
: —full of all kinds of things you need for sewing. 
Come in, soon—and bring Mother with you! 
d 
: 
s ee 
' SINGER SEWING CENTERS 
a There’s one near you to serve you 
a yj” 
df 
rr 
. ? ? © ° 
. There’s a SINGER that’s just right for you! Only SINGER makes them all! 
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AS 
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10 , 
_ Slant-Needle—the latest thing! For easier FEATHERWEIGHT* Portable—Does the Straight-Needle—famous, familiar SINGER 
= seeing as you sew, needle slants toward you work of a full-size machine, yet weighs ... smooth-stitching, easy-running, a really 
¥, instead of being straight up and down. only 11 Ibs. 1 oz. Sews forward and back, dependable sewing “‘pal.”” Sews forward 
rg Available as a cabinet or a portable. (Light- has a round bobbin, spotlight, foot control and back; is simple to thread and regulate. 
0. weight aluminum head.) Beige or black in —many other great SINGER features. Easiest Comes in a wide selection of modern and 
es clever angle-leaf Spinet cabinet; other machine ever to take to sewing “‘bees” and period cabinets . . . also in handy portable 
he handsome cabinets, too. college . . . to enjoy for a lifetime! models. 
as 
ds *A Trade-Mark of THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY. Copyright, U. S. A., 1952, 1968, 1954, by THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY. All rights reserved for all countries. 
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Will show you 


h OW — Right now — dur- 
ing the winter months — is the 
time to get together with your 
friends and organize your Car- 
lisle Bike Club. All you have to 
do is write Carlisle for your new 
1954 FREE 36-page ‘Fun With 
Your Bike’’ Book and you'll see 
8 how much fun a Bike Club can 
be and how easy it is to form 
one. 









CARLISLE TIRE : RUBBER DIVISION 


CARLISLE CORPORATION e@ CARLISLE, PENNSYLVANIA 


Send names and addresses 
of your club members to: 
CARLISLE BICYCLE TIRE 
DEPARTMENT -AG 


Get this Red and 
White Felt 3 inch 
Emblem FREE! 





















of your Graduation portrait 
FROM THE ORIGINATOR OF WALLET PHOTOS 


That's right .. . TWENTY wallet size 
copies of your graduation picture 
ideal for giving friends, relatives 
and classmates or attaching to your 
college applications. Made on finest 
silk-finish, double weight paper for 
permanence and beauty. 
Send ONE DOLLAR with your 
finished graduation picture or 
glossy print of any size. Your 
original wil! be returned un- 
harmed with order in a very few 
days. Minimum order: 20 pic- 
tures from one pose. Sastis- 
faction guaranteed or your 
money back. 
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Birthday in Teheran 
(Continued from page 13) 


of the general depression with which I had 
started the day, made me want to get off by 
myself and have a good cry. 

Both Shirin and Akbar insisted on walking 
back to the Mission with me. I didn’t object. 
because Uncle Bob did not like me to be 
much on the streets alone. There had been 
a lot of unrest, and one never knew when 
a riot might break out. 

We walked along the narrow way flanked 
by the high walls of the villas, and emerged 
at last on Khyabani Pahlevi, the wide avenue 
that runs north from the Shah’s palace toward 
the mountains. Along this avenue the jube, 
or gutter, is as wide as a small brook and 
lined with a double row of plane trees. On 
this April afternoon it was swollen from the 
melting snows of the mountains. 

It was Friday, the Mohammedan Sabbath. 
There were many picnickers under the trees, 
sitting cross-legged on their rugs, drinking 
tea around the family samovar. Akbar waved 
a hand at the scene. 

“Is that,” he asked, “different from Sab- 
bath in the United States?” He certainly had 
a one-track mind! 

I was in no mood to tell him how very 
different indeed it was. While I was trying 
to think of something to change the subject, 
an uproar broke out in a group of picnickers 
a little distance ahead of us. There were 
shrieks and excited running to and fro. 

Shirin grasped her brother’s arm, speaking 
rapidly to him in Persian. She was obviously 
frightened. To me she said, “Teheran is no 
longer safe for walking.” 

Akbar ran on ahead. The excitement was 
increasing. Women wringing their hands. 

“A child fell into the jube,” Akbar called 
as we came up. 

A woman emerged from the crowd, clutch- 
ing to her breast the limp figure of a little 
girl. Water still dripped from her black hair. 

I don’t know whether it was the wild grief 
in the mother’s face or whether it was my 
Girl Scout training that touched a spring in 
me. Almost automatically I ran forward, call- 
ing out to Akbar, “Tell her to lay the child 
down! And Shirin, keep the crowd back!” 

Akbar cried, “Are you crazy? Come away 
We can do nothing.” 

But I rushed up to the mother and took 
the limp body from her grasp. She screamed, 
clutching frantically at the child. But I 
whirled around and laid the little thing on 
the pebbly ground. 

“Shirin! Tell her I'm going to save her 
baby—keep them all away!” I uttered a word- 
less prayer that it might be true. 

Some power outside myself seemed to have 
taken over. I had no idea how long the child 
had been in the water, but I went to work, 
thankful that I had earned my Girl Scout 
First Aid badge. I was vaguely aware of the 
crowd around me, of wailing and muttering, 
of Akbar’s voice raised sharply, shouting in 
Persian, “Burro! Burro!” —the Persian equiva- 
lent of “Scram!” 

Rhythmically I swayed back and forth, 
crouched over the little body, pressing the 
flat of my hands against the thin little back, 
then releasing the pressure. And counting, 
always counting, a measured one, two, three, 
between each movement. 

Soon it became quite mechanical. My 
whole mind was focused on one thought— 
the child must live. I don’t know how long 
this kept up. I began to grow tired. It was 
all I could do to keep the movements regular. 
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Now my thoughts became a prayer—please 
—please! Still there was no sign of life. The 
ivory-pale face, the colorless lips were un- 
changed. The half-closed eyes still stared 
sightlessly at nothing. 

A sort of stupor was creeping over me, 
and I wondered dully how much longer I 
could keep going. Suddenly I felt a firm 
grasp on my arms, and I was lifted bodily 
to one side. I collapsed weakly on the ground 
and it was a second or two before I became 
aware of what had happened. Then I saw 
that David Selby had taken my place and 
was continuing the artificial respiration. His 
face was grim, and he kept his eyes fixed 
intently on the face of the child. 

I sat up and rubbed my numb legs. Akbar 
and Shirin helped me -to my feet, full of 
needle prickles now that the numbness was 
wearing off. The people stood about hushed 
now, every eye on the inert little body. David 
worked on, swaying back and forward like 
an automaton. 

After a time the crowd grew restless and 
low murmurs arose. But the mother remained 
motionless, hands clasped, lips moving, eyes 
fixed upon the face of her lifeless child. My 
heart felt like lead. If only—if only! I leaned 
over to look more closely at the waxen face. 

My breathing stopped for a moment. Was 
that a slight quiver of the eyelashes? Surely 
those pale lips had a tinge of pink that was 
not there before! Or was it only wishful 
thinking? I glanced at David. No change 
there! Grim determination, blue eyes expres- 
sionless. That quiver of the eyelid was an 
illusion then . . . It was not an illusion! There 
was a quiver of the eyelid. The pale lips 
moved. Then the whole body stirred and 
the dark eyes opened wide. 

I felt suddenly weak and would have sunk 
to the ground if Shirin had not held me 
firmly. There was a lump in my throat and 
a confused ringing in my ears that mingled 
with the cries of joy. The next thing I was 
clearly aware of was David’s arm about my 
waist, holding me very firmly. 

“Tll take her home,” he said to Shirin and 
Akbar. Shirin threw her arms around me 
and gave me a hug. Akbar kept saying over 
and over, “Ajib—ajib—wonderful—wonderful!” 


The crowd was dispersing. The 
mother, clasping her child to her breast, was 
being triumphantly escorted by chattering 
friends. They stopped to bow and shower 
us with thanks and Persian blessings. 

A number of droshkies—their drivers at- 
tracted by the crowd—stood near. David 
drew me toward one of them. I protested 
that I was quite able to walk and the Mission 
was only a few blocks away. 

“That may be,” remarked David calmly, 
“but you are jolly well going to ride.” He 
helped me into the shabby old carriage. With 
a farewell wave to Shirin and Akbar, we went 
clop-clopping along the street. It was good 
to sit back and relax. 

When we reached the gates of the Mission, 
David insisted on coming in with me. I felt 
tongue-tied and awkward. Aunt Mary and 
Uncle Bob were out. I didn’t know what to 
do with David, but I invited him to sit down. 
Suddenly it occurred to me that he might be 
as tired as I. “Let’s have a cup of tea,” I said. 

“That would be topping!” he replied. 

I hurried out to the kitchen and asked 
Aziz to make a pot of tea and serve it in the 
living room. Then I ran upstairs to powder 
my nose and put on some lipstick. I looked 
a sight, with my hair every which way. It’s 
always easier to make talk while drinking tea. 
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from a telephone teen 


Nancy knows that two bright ribbons—wide and narrow—fastened to 
her sweater neckline with a pretty pin add a gay fashion note. 
She knows, too, that as a teléphone operator, she holds an important job 
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high school. She learned her new job from a friendly instructor 
along with another girl her own age. She earned a good salary from 


the start, even while she was training, and frequent raises 


have helped her pay check 
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So I stayed upstairs till I heard Aziz carry in 
the tray. 

David rose politely as I came in. “You 
must be very tired,” he remarked. 

“You must be, too,” I answered. “Do sit 
down.” 

I sat on the couch and he sat beside me. 
I poured us each a cup of tea in silence, 
feeling embarrassed, remembering how angry 
I had been with him earlier that afternoon. 
I suppose, I thought bitterly, he thinks it 
wouldn’t be cricket not te be polite to a girl 
who has helped you save a life! 

I took a sip of tea and said, “It was nice 
that the child lived.” 

When he didn’t answer I glanced at him. 
He was looking at me with an odd expression. 
Then he began to laugh and kept on as if 
he could not stop. 

I put down my cup. “I’m glad I amuse 
you,” I said icily. 

Abruptly he stopped laughing. “Please,” 
he begged, “come finish your tea. We're both 
a bit nervy. I meant no offense. What you 
said—‘nice’ that the child lived—seemed such 
a magnificent bit of understatement.” 

He handed me my cup. “You did a won- 
derful job,” he said. “Tell me—how do you 
happen to be so adept at lifesaving?” 

! told him about our Girl Scout troop and 
how I'd always gone in for swimming at our 
summer camp. I even told him about my 
winning a prize last year. Then I stopped. 

“There I go—bragging again—just like an 
American.” 

“Oh—please!” he began. To my astonish- 
ment I saw that his face was red. “I say,” 
he stammered, “I’m sorry I was so rude when 
you were telling about the United States.” 

“That’s all right,” I said, blushing in turn. 

“I was on my way here to apologize to 
you when I saw the crowd and ran to see 
what was up. You looked done in. So—” 

“So you took over and the child was saved.” 

“It was jolly lucky I happened by, but 
it was really you who saved the child.” 

He sounded friendly, but I couldn’t quite 
forget how he had humiliated me earlier. 

“Do you ever get homesick?” 

“Are you,” he answered, “by any chance 
—how do you Americans say it—kidding?” 

“How would you say it?” 

He thought a moment. “I suppose we 
would say ragging, though I’m not sure it’s 
quite the same.” 

“Well, 'm not ragging—do you ever get 
homesick?” I persisted. 

“Of course,” he answered. “‘Oh, to be in 
England now that April’s there!’ All that 
sort of thing, but—” 

“But,” I interrupted crisply, “being British 
you carry on!” 

He flushed again. “I deserved that, didn’t 
I? What do you say we call quits? I thought 
you a bit braggy and you think I am a bit 
of a prig.” 

“Stuffed shirt is the American phrase,” I 
said laughing. 

Looking a little startled, he put down his 
cup and stood up. “I must be pushing along.” 

I stood up too. He hesitated, nervously 
ruffling his red hair. “Would you like to go 
to the cinema—I mean the movies—with me 
tomorrow evening?” 

I was speechless. David Selby, asking me 
for a date, and looking as shy and uncertain 
as Ronnie the first time he asked me to the 
high school dance a year ago. 

“Tt will be an old film, of course,” David 
continued hurriedly, “but it might be fun. 
We could brush up on each other’s slang. 
What do you say—okay?” He grinned. 
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Hundreds of Doctors 


Actual reports are: “None better” 
.. .“Sure of immediate results”. . . 
“No toxic after-effects”. . .““No skin 
allergies resulting”. . .“Recommend 
it always .. . “Finest of all.” 


That’s because Cuticura is a two- 
way treatment. Skin specialists know 
you have to cleanse your face prop- 
erly first, and the best way is a mild 
superfatted, non-alkaline soap that 
agrees with the chemistry of your 
skin. Only Cuticura Soap, of all lead- 
ing soaps, is superfatted and con- 
tains Cuticura medication for extra 
skin care, extra protection. 
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Cuticura Ointment actually im- 
proves your skin as it promptly helps 
clear up blackheads, oiliness and 
*externally caused pimples. 


Use Cuticura Soap several times a 
day as directed, and Cuticura Oint- 
ment at night. In 7 days you’ll see the 
start of thrilling new softness, fresh- 
ness, radiant new tone, satin-smooth- 
ness you’ve always dreamed of. 


Cuticura Soap and Ointment also 
help protect and preserve skin love- 
liness. So use them every day to help 
you keep looking your very best. Get 
Cuticura at your druggist today. 
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For faster results, use 
new Cuticura Medi- 
cated Liquid during the 
day. It’s truly invisible 
—doesn’t interfere 
with your own regu- 
lar make-up. 
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Somehow that wide smile of his, plus his 
sudden unsureness, meked the last of my 
hostility. He might be British, I decided, but 
he was nice. So I answered, “Right-o!” 

He laughed and I joined in. “You'll be 
talking like a Britisher yet!” he exclaimed. 
He left then, saying he would call for me at 
eight o'clock the next evening. 

I went up to my room and stood for a 
long time by the open window. The spring 
air was soft and mild. Drifting up from be- 
yond the high walls of the Mission compound 
came the never-ending street sounds, but they 
no longer grated on my ears. 

Everything that had happened to me today 
went through my mind in a Series of pictures, 
The memory of the joy on the face of the 
woman whose child I—no we, David and I- 
had saved, gave me a terrific lift. Tomorrow 
I would help Aunt Mary in the clinic. Never 
again would I regard as stupid sheep the poor 
Persian women and their sick babies. 

In the courtyard below Aziz started a 
charcoal fire in an iron brazier. Suddenly he 
was something more than Aunt Mary’s shab- 
bily dressed servant. For the first time I won- 
dered if he liked his job. 

Why this sudden change in me? I won- 
dered. It was as mysterious as those designs 
of cubes all pointing one way which, while 
you are staring at them, suddenly change 
and point another way. But I knew I had 
taken a long step toward growing up on my 
sixteenth birthday. 

I leaned far out of the window. Twilight 
had fallen. Above the dark wall of mountains 
shone a star. Soon the whole vault of the 
sky would be shimmering with stars—the very 
same stars, I realized with a thrill, that I 
knew back home in Virginia. THE END 


Hands Up! 


(Continued from page 21) 





imprints of anything you happen to touch. 

Since nail polish may well be a more prac- 
tical choice than a buffer, choose it wisely. 
Colorless or pale pinks are the best for you. 
If you’re bent on colors — choose a_ holiday 
occasion or a party for them. Aim for clear 
reds, and steer far away from dark crimsons 
and lurid purples. 

Do you like to dance? What a question! 
Well, most boys like it too, just so long as 
they don’t have to hold hands with a cheese 
grater! And now that your manicure is all 
set, let’s see about the two-minute daily. If 
you enjoy lavishly applying lotions—you'll like 
this routine. Choose a good hand lotion—one 
rich in oils or lanolin and use it at least once 
every day. A good time is every night before 
retiring. That way you can allow a little extra 
to work into your skin while you sleep. Do 
you know how to apply lotion properly? Pour 
a little into your cupped hand and dip the 
back of the other hand in it. Then smooth 
it well over the backs of both hands where 
there are fewer oil glands —stroking up 
toward your wrists. Massage along each 
finger, paying special attention to the cuticle, 
and finish up with the palms of the hands. 
Finally, pour out a little lotion and rub it 
into your elbows, too. You'll be glad you did 
when summertime comes around. 

But for now, when icy winds are whirling 
outside and damp and wetness are dogging 
your footsteps, you need some special wintery 
tips. This is because sharp outdoor weather 
chaps and roughens the skin, while heated 
indoor air dries it. Here are a few suggestions: 
1. Avoid getting your hands excessively cold 
at any time. If you do, “thaw” them gradually 
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rather than holding them over a hot radiator 
or fire. Bathing them in tepid water helps. 
2. Have tight inner cuffs sewn into wide- 
sleeved coats to protect wrists and lower 
arms from chapping. 
3. Always wear gloves out-of-doors in cold, 
raw weather. Even when you're just popping 
out for a minute. 
4. Choose long gloves for winter rather than 
shorties—to avoid chilly gaps between glove 
cuffs and coat sleeves. Fluffy woolen gloves 
will keep you the warmest. 
5. Place a pan of water on the radiator to 
keep indoor air moist. Dry air creates dry 
skin. 
6. Apply cream or lotion before you go out- 
of-doors in cold weather, and after every 
in-water job. 
7. If your hands are not as smooth as you 
want them, make a pair of special sleep mit- 
tens from gaily printed flannelette. Splash 
lotion on generously at night; the gloves will 
hold it in close contact with your hands. 
One all-year-round word to the wise. If 
you have a hangnail, never, never pull it, 
pick it, or try to bite it off. Snip it off with 
scissors. 


Dia you know that next to your 
face, your hands are a touchstone to your 
personality? They reveal a lot about what 
kind of person you are. If your hands waggle 
in every direction when you talk, you give 
the impression of being jumpy and nervous. 
You need to acquire more poise and assur- 
ance. Hands which lie supple and relaxed 
most of the time, hands which are used in 
an occasional gesture to heighten or color 
conversation have owners who have learned 
to use them wisely and who understand their 
value. 

More and more, hands are being noticed 
in art, in sculpture, in photography—even in 
literature. For hands are the great symbols 
of man’s ability to create. 

There are many kinds of hands. Fragile, 
sensitive hands; big, capable hands; there 
are firm, square ones that look honest and 
slim bony ones that spell sophistication. 
Whichever yours are — make sure they are 
looking their best at all times, expressing the 
nicest YOU. Hands up! THE FND 
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earning prizes and extra cash this way for 35 years. You can 
be a prize winner, too. Just sign and mail the coupon for 
your order of American Seeds, W 
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Big Prize Book and Seeds. Send no money — we trust you. 
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Heavy gold-plated, over 13” long 
Play bugle calls, marches, songs. 
Case included. Sell only one order. 
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boy Watch. Sell one order plus $1 75. 





Famous Ben 
Pearson make. 
Has professio 


Rogers Cow- |feathered arrows, target face, in- 
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Dick Tracy Camera 
Cinderella Wrist Watch 


Roy Rogers Binoculars 
Ukulele with Arthur God- 
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GOLD-PLATED LOCKET SET 
With necklace and expansion brace- 
let. Each locket holds two photos. 
Sell only one order plus 75c 





Sturdy valve-type ball. For indoor, 
outdoor use. Sell one order plus 75e. 
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Crystal Radio Kit 


Remco's complete 2-way talking 
Printing Press ¢ Roller Skates 


system Just string out the wire 
start talking. No batteries needed 
Sell one order of American Seeds. 
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DESIGNED ESPECIALLY 
FOR STUDENTS. Beautiful 


tone, superior quality, correct de- 
sign for easy playing! Fully guar- 
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American factory. See them at 
your dealers, or write for free picture 
of the string instru- 
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HAMBURG, GERMANY: You don't know how 
wonderful I find this magazine! I am a Ger- 
man girl and somethings I cannot read in 
your magazine, because my English is still 
bad. But I have big joy with THE AMERICAN 
Girt every month which I get as a present 
from my pen pal in Rochester. We haven't 
such magazines for girls here in Germany. 
Monika KELLER (age 15) 


SCOTTSDALE, ARIZONA: | think you, in your 
small way, have worked to more understand- 
ing between nations by not limiting your 
magazine only to American girls, but sending 
it all over the world. I know this because I 
read many letters in A Penny for Your 
Thoughts from other countries. 

Carou SHAVER (age 14) 


ISTANBUL, TURKEY: As a girl of sixteen, I have 
many hobbies, sports, music, etc. One of 
these hobbies is reading. A few days ago I 
was searching for a new magazine in the 
library of our school. I found AMERICAN 
Gm there. I turned the pages eagerly. I 
liked the stories, articles, and pictures very 
much. I decided to be a subscriber of this 
magazine. So in this letter I'm enclosing an 
international coupon for a two-years’ sub- 
scription. 

I think you would like to hear my idea 
about your AMERICAN Gir concerning me as 
a reader of the magazine! Everything is won- 
derful, just wonderful! I'll be waiting for the 
lovely magazine. My best regards to THE 
AMERICAN G1ru family. 

CicpEM TurRKEs (age 16) 


SOUTHAMPTON, NEW YORK: I like the stories 
best, and I always read them first. Goal for 
Jill was excellent! It is the best serial you’ve 
had yet. Just a Beginning was also very good, 
but I did not care for Christmas Star or The 
Girl with the Lantern. I like A Penny for 
Your Thoughts and By You, but I do not like 
the nonfiction articles. However, despite my 
criticism, your magazine still rates tops with 
me. I’m a Girl Scout of Troop 25. 

SALLY ANN Hopce (age 12) 


MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA: I have been receiv- 
ing THe AMERICAN Girt since January, 
1953 and have enjoyed each copy more than 
the last. My pen friend Edythe Rund sent 
me a year’s subscription to your wonderful 
magazine. It was an ideal Christmas gift as 
through it, and Edythe, I am learning such 
a lot about my American sisters. 

I particularly enjoy Books, By You, A 
Penny for Your Thoughts, your fashions, and 
pattern service (how I wish I could obtain 
some of those patterns) and the serial "Ware 
Falcon! I also like All Over the Map. In 


42 


fact I enjoy THe AMERICAN Girt from the 
front cover to the back. 
MARGARET THOMPSON (age 15) 


BRONX, NEW YORK: | think your magazine 
is the best of its kind and I enjoy it very 
much. I especially liked Christmas Star and 
Just a Beginning. I think the conclusion of 
Goal for Jill really was super and ended the 
story very nicely. I hope you have more 
serials like it. But I didn’t like Two-Way 
Hairdos at all. I like teen-age boy-girl stories 
best and I hope you'll have more of them. 
Susan Ranp (age 11) 


JIMENEZ, PHILIPPINE ISLANDS: This is a letter 
from a Filipina girl in the Philippines. I have 
so enjoyed your magazine for six months be- 
cause my pen pal sent it to me. I enjoy All 
Over the Map for I'm a Girl Scout in our 
country. I love animals, especially cats. My 
greatest ambition is to be a lawyer. I play 
the piano, and like to read magazines. Con- 
gratulations on your April cover. It was just 
beautiful. 

THeEoporA PLazo (age 16) 


GUTHRIE, TEXAS: Count me in with those 
that have enjoyed Goal for Jill. It was tops! 
Just a Beginning in your December issue was 
cute. I’m sure that many other girls liked it 
because of the similarity between Ginny and 
themselves at her age. Since Home Ec is 
one of my subjects in high school, your pat- 
terns and recipes have been loads of help! 
Thanks a million. Your By You section has 
improved greatly. Keep up the grand work! 

MarILyn LosstErn (age 14) 


PEIA DE BUENOS AIRES, ARGENTINA: I am 
an Argentine girl and my pen pal in the 
United States sent me four or five AMERICAN 
Girt magazines. I want to tell how much I 
enjoyed reading those few magazines. Here 
don’t appear that kind of magazine, because 
here there isn’t Girl Scouts. Here we speak 
Spanish, but I learn also English. As you can 
see I’m not very advanced in it. All my con- 
gratulations to this wonderful magazine! 
GraciELA MALponapo (age 18) 


NEW CUMBERLAND, PENNSYLVANIA: This is 
just a line from one of your many, many read- 
ers to tell you how much I enjoy your maga- 


zine. I’ve enjoyed all your stories but I espe-- 


cially liked Goal for Jill and Christmas Star. 
I thought Just a Beginning was swell in the 
way it told the thoughts of the girl, Ginny, 
to the older boy, Bill. I enjoy the By You 
section and I always read A Penny for Your 
Thoughts. I think there should be more 
stories on sports. I also think it would be a 
good idea to have some articles on the 








choosing of vocations. I'll be reading the 
magazine so keep up the good work. 
GrRETCHEN Wricut (age 13) 


CRADLEY HEATH, ENGLAND: [ can hardly con- 
gratulate you enough for your marvelous 
magazine THE AMERICAN Gir-. Your fashions 
are lovely and I adore almost every one of 
them. I like all your stories especially Goal 
for Jill. Tae AMERICAN Gir- is sent to me 
from my pen pal and I am very grateful. 
Your beauty hints are always very helpful. I 
especially enjoy A Penny for Your Thoughts 
and Jgkes. Whenever I receive THE AMERI- 
CAN Ses there is always a great demand 
for it amongst my friends and they also agree 
that it is the best magazine they have ever 
read. 

SANDRA SOUTHALL (age 14) 


RED BANK, NEW JERSEY: | just finished your 
serial Goal for Jill. It was simply marvelous, 
one of the best serials I’ve ever read. I espe- 
cially liked the ending. 

Your two-way hair styles were really cute. 
And thank you a million times for the Recipe 
Exchange article on Christmas from the 
Kitchen, as I was planning to make things 
for Christmas presents, and was looking 
frantically for some “sure-fire” recipes. Yours 
were super. 

Survey Litt e (age 15) 


DUBUQUE, IOWA: The story Christmas Star 
was wonderful. But I especially liked Just a 
Beginning since I’ve .been to some parties 
with boys and it gave me self-assurance. 
The article Smoothie—or Square? was mar- 
velous! I’ve submitted three entries to By 
You and as yet haven’t won anything. I love 
this department and all the entries. 

Patsy Freperick (age 13) 


SHORTLANDS, ENGLAND: One of the best 
Christmas presents I ever had was this year’s 
subscription to THE AMERICAN Gira from my 
pen pal Frances Hamburger of New Rochelle, 
New York! I loved the serial "Ware Falcon! 
and hope you will have more historical stories. 
I think Goal for Jill is good and I love the 
Jokes. And the tips on beauty are a great help. 
I go to a coed boarding school in Letchworth 
and I love Scottish country dances. 

ANGELA LesLie-SmitH (age 15) 


SEATTLE, WASHINGTON: [| enjoyed the stories 
Goal for Jill, Please, Telephone, Ring, 
Double Date, and Beauty on the Beach. And 
I could name hundreds more. I want to con- 
gratulate you on the November cover; it was 
the best one yet. THE AMERICAN Girt is 
lots better than the best comic. 

Actix Hooper (age 11) 
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DETROIT, MICHIGAN: The*Girl with the Lan- 
tern was very good. You should have more 
stories like that. Our troop is working on 
the Good Grooming badge and there are 
some good beauty hints in this magazine. 
DoreEEN FEINBERG (age 12) 


SHIKOKU, JAPAN: I am a girl who lives in 
Japan. I am seventeen years old and attend 
high school. THe AMERICAN Girt has been 
a ribbon of friendship in all the world. This 
book is popular with Japanese students and 
has a large circle of appreciative readers. 
This book is very fine. I love to read it. I 
hope that this book will develop even more 
than now. I am very anxious to improve my 
knowledge of English. 

Rituxo Kixuzawa (age 17) 


PORT CHALMERS, NEW ZEALAND: Although I 
live in New Zealand, I can borrow THE 
AMERICAN Girt from the library. I think 
the articles are wonderful and I enjoy read- 
ing them very much. We don’t get any maga- 
zines like it out here. I don’t think anything 
will come up to Double Date. A Girl Called 
Hank and ’Ware Falcon! were very good. I 
also like your fashions, Jokes, Recipe Ex- 
change. All Over the Map is very interesting 
as I was once a Girl Scout. 

Joan BrairHwalrteE (age 15) 


DARIEN CENTER, NEW YORK: I thought Christ- 
mas Star, Just a Beginning, and The Girl with 
the Lantern were just out of this world. 
Their authors should get a lot of credit. In 
Smoothie—or Square? you really brought out 
some very fine points which are disregarded 
very often. 

I enjoyed Two-Way Hairdos, as I have 
just had my hair cut. It used to be quite 
long, and in the summer I wore a pony tail. 
I now have a cap cut as illustrated in the 
December issue of THE AMERICAN GIRL, the 
most popular magazine I receive. I do not 
care for the By You and Recipe Exchange 
sections. Your clothes are beautiful but they 
are quite expensive. I did not care for the 
Goal for Jill serial. 

Myrna MarGALF (age 13) 


KRISTIANSANDS, NORWAY: I am one of all 
the girls who every month reads THE AMERI- 
can Girt. I am fifteen years old and have an 
American pen pal and it’s she I have to thank 
for this magazine which I received like a 
Christmas present. I am sorry we don’t have 
such magazines here in Norway. When I 
read something in this good magazine I learn 
many new words and learn to spell them. 
Iam not clever to write English, but I think 
to read THe AMERICAN Girv is one of the 
best teachers. It is not only me which read 
my magazine, all the girls in my class read 
it every month in two days and sometimes 
the teacher too asks to borrow it for some 
hours. From the seven girls in my class I 
will send the best greetings to all who read 
THe AMERICAN Girt and from me too. 
Remm™ O.seEN (age 15) 


MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA: THE AMERICAN 
Girt is wonderful! Everything about it is in- 
teresting and appealing. I like the movie 
notes, recipes, stories, and the fashions. I 
have a much better idea of American girls— 
their dress and ways. 

AMANDA Barry (age 16) 















Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 
N. Y., and tell us your age and address 
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month it is. 











THE AMERICAN GIRL 


DON'T mope around in corners or sulk DO read “Growing Up and Liking It,” the 
in seclusion—no matter what day of the _free Modess booklet that tells how to look 


Fashion “Dos and Donts’ 





by 


DON'T settle for any old scarf tied “ba- DO head into winter weather with a bright 
bushka”’-stvle around your head. The wool stole. Draped like this, it’s sleeker, 
“peasant” look is literally old-hat this year. _ more flattering . . . warmer, too. 


DON’T wear any old skirt with any old DO wear matching skirts and sweaters 
sweater. Too much contrast is apt to that combine to look like a dress this 
create a “‘cut-in-pieces” impression. “all-in-one” look is very 1954. 





and feel your best all the time. 
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Anne Shelby, Personal Products Corp., Box 5451-2, Milltown, N.J. 
Please send me, in plain wrapper, a free copy of “Growing 


Up and Liking It.” (Good only in U.S.A. and Canada) 


Name Age 


(PLEASE PRINT) 





Address 
City State 




























Amazing money-maker 
pays you a full 50c— 
100% cash profit—on 
each r= | order! Big box 
brim-full of 21 new and 
different Birthday, Get- 
Well and other year 
‘round greeting cards, 
sells on sight at the magic 
low price of j ~ $1.00. 
Ones fast-sellers styled 
th the South's flair for 
ee haw new Southern 
Belle Favorite $1 All- 
Occasion Assortment . 
Hat Rack Salt & Pe per 
Set .. . Pocket Address 
Index, Decorated Station- 
ery ...many more, bring 
you big extra earnings! 
NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 
Earn now the easy South- 
fo way. Get three lead- 
money-makers on 
FREE TRIAL. Special 
blan to bel; crosman: 
raise os reds pf dolla 
ACT TODAY! 


GET SAMPLES NOW...MAIL COUPON! 


SOUTHERN GREETING CARD CO., Dept. 5-J 
| 478 N. Hollywood St., Memphis 12, Tenn. 


| Please send money- making details. 
i Sample Kit on FREE TRIAL. 


t Name. 
I Addr 
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LSity Zone. State. 


IT’S FUN 


to Travel with 
the BAND! 
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% Learn faster... 
play better! 


You can, when you play 
a Bundy Band Instru- 
ment! Made by experts. 

to give you easy playing and the tone 
bandmasters like. Bundy has all the instruments, 
so you can choose your favorite. 


’ BAND INSTRUMENTS 

; \ made by 
Selmer ccc 
Indiana 


@ Please send my copy cf “You Can Play 
t ence! in the Band’’ and bocklet about Bundy I 
Band Instruments. Address Dept. L-2!. 


My Name. I 


' Address . 














WALLET SIZE 
DELUXE PRINTS 


Original Picture 
Returned 
SEND ANY SIZE 
PHOTO OR NEGATIVE 


PHOTOS COPIED 








20" 


FEDERAL WALLET SIZE PHOTO CO. 


P. O. Box 2448, Dept. AG Kansas City, Mo. 

















ARE YOU GOING TO MOVE? 
Give The American Girl at least six weeks’ 
notice, so as not to miss any issues. Be sure to 
send your old as well as your new address to 
The American Girl, 155 E. 44th St., N. Y. 17 




















describe it to Steve when she saw him. She 
almost laughed aloud as she remembered how 
emphatically she had told him that foreigners 
were jealous of Americans. She was begin- 
ning to suspect that, except for Miguel, the 
members of the household held no high opin- 
ion of their northern neighbors. The idea that 
to them she was the strange, incomprehen- 
sible foreigner had been a considerable shock. 

When she woke, the shadows of the palm 
trees were long across the patio, and she 
knew she would have to hurry not to keep 
her grandmother waiting. She was surprised 
to realize that she was looking forward to the 
interview with a good deal of interest. 

Sophia came to take her up the sweeping 
curve of the marble staircase. She knocked on 
the broad double doors, and Jennifer waited 
with a feeling of expectancy. 

Her grandmother’s deep voice called, 
“come in,” and Jennifer entered. The long 
windows on the gallery above the patio were 
open, and the strong light of the western sun 
streamed in on bowls of flowers and shining 
cages of bright tropical birds. 

Dona Dolores was seated on a broad sofa, 
knitting a small blue sweater. “Sit down, 
Jennifer,” she invited, indicating the place 
beside her with her knitting needle. 

As Jennifer sank down, she thought how 
awkward it was not to know how to address 
her companion. She had thought of her 
sometimes as “grandmother,” but somehow 
she couldn’t say it aloud; and “Donia Dolores” 
or even “Dona Lolita” sounded stilted and 
formal. To make conversation, she said, “I 
am surprised to see you knitting.” 

Donia Dolores smiled. “You think Cuban 
old lady not know how to be useful, no? I 
knit for children around Central Lolita.” She 
sighed. “There is much poverty in Cuba. Al- 
ways I help my people in the country.” 

Jennifer thought of the long empty days 
before her. “Perhaps I could help, too,” she 
suggested. “I'd like to try.” 

“You can to knit?” Dona Lolita asked in 
surprise. “I think Americanas have no inter- 
est in such thing.” Her beautiful black eyes 
regarded Jennifer sharply. “They want only 
to get the job, to be the business success, 
to drive the car, dance and play with the 
boy friends, no?” 

“You probably got such ideas from the 
movies,” Jennifer declared hotly, annoyed at 
the disapproval in the older woman’s tone. 
“American girls are interested in careers, of 
course, but they know how to do a lot of 
other things, too. We’re just as interested as 
anybody else in home, family, children, but 
we don’t make a fetish of it, and we take an 
interest in other things, too.” 

“So,” Dona Dolores said noncommittally. 
She finished the row on which she was work- 
ing and turned her knitting. “You have won- 
der why I send for you, no?” 

“Very much,” Jennifer answered shortly. 

“When my other son die without children, 
you are the only Calderén of the new gen- 
eration,” Dona Lolita said solemnly. “Anto- 
nica, Miguelito, the grandson of my brother, 
have other names. When Dr. Alvarado visit 
me last fall, he make me to see that no matter 
what disappointment I have in your father, 
you and only you in this generation have 
the Calderén name. So I cannot permit you 
to be Americana only. It is my duty to teach 
you to be una Cubana.” 

Jennifer was speechless. Just as she had 
suspected, Dr. Bob had had a ‘hand in this 
affair. Worried over Chris’s slow convales- 





Cargo fer Jennifer (Continued from page 19) 








cence, he must have set wheels im motion 
to take care of Jennifer if her mother had to 
go West. She wanted to ask why her father 
had been a disappointment, but she didn’t 
quite dare. If Dona Lolita should admit it 
was merely because he had married an Ameri- 
can, as Jennifer was beginning to suspect, she 
was afraid she would fly into a rage and say 
something she would regret. 

It had been a shock to her to find these 
Cubans with the same stuffy reactions she 
herself had felt toward people of other na- 
tionalities. Her grandmother's calm assump- 
tion that Jennifer would be willing, even 
delighted, at the opportunity to stop being 
American and learn to be Cuban made her 
angry. 

Dona Lolita continued. “You will have the 
Spanish lesson every day from a young stu- 
dent who is most highly recommend by 
Miguelito. Americanos, who do not trouble 
to learn other languages, expect the rest of 
the world to speak English, but there are 
many people in Cuba who do not do so. You 
must learn to speak Spanish without delay.” 

“Really, Dona—” Jennifer beg an, but her 
grandmother cut her short. “ But of course 
you wish to learn Spanish. More, you have 
now the opportunity to be Cuban girl and 
you must take the advantage, no?” 


That night, preparing for bed, with 
the heady scents from the patio filling the 
air, Jennife r considered her first day in Cuba 
with mixed emotions. What a day! She won- 
dered how her mother was faring, and sighed 
as she remembered the long miles between 
them. She thought of Steve and the way he 
seemed able to anticipate her reactions. What 
would he think of all she had been through 
today? 

She spied a calendar propped against the 
back of the desk. On impulse, she picked 
up a pen and drew a black line through 
today’s date. She had lived through one day 
of exile. Maybe this way, one day at a time 
—one small square on a calendar—she could 
get through the long months until she could 
go home again. 

Seven more crosses appeared on Jennifer's 
calendar. She regarded them grimly as she 
marked the slow passing of the long aimless 
days. She tried to make her daily letter to 
her mother as gay and light-hearted as pos- 
sible. Incidents which had been distressing 
and embarrassing when they happened were 
turned into amusing anecdotes to make Chris 
laugh. Sometimes, reading over what she had 
written, Jennifer was amazed that merely 
changing the emphasis, without really stretch- 
ing the truth, could make the description of 
her day so different from what it had actually 
been to live through. 

Each day she went to her grandmother's 
sitting room for a Spanish lesson. Doia 
Dolores was usually busy at her big desk in 
the corner, and Jennifer supposed that the 
lessons were held here so that her grand- 
mother could chaperon them. This amused 
her because she could hardly imagine the 
polite, extremely shy, young student, s0 
highly recommended by Miguel, presuming 
to address a personal remark to her if they 
were alone on an island. 

She wondered why she had heard nothing 
from Steve. She felt he might at least have 
telephoned to find out how she was getting 
on. Probably he had so many friends among 
the American colony that he had forgotten 
all about her. 
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SH-SH IM HIS 
SECRET PAL 
4 - 
Fags 5B 
os, ea 
SECRET PAL CARDS 
A national sensation! 
5 These cards for eve 
~..“F occasion are sign 
“Your Secret Pal’’ un- 


til the last and reveal- 
ing one! 











Beginner Gets 10 Orders in 2 Hour 
“I received these ten orders in about 
thirty minutes at a family dinner to- 
day. Everyone just ‘ah'd’ and ‘oh’d’ 
over your cards. It’s going to be very 

easy and enjoyable.’’ 
—Rita J. Shaw, New York 


samen 








New ideas 
in “‘personalized’’ and decorated 
Stationery. Correspondence Cards, etc. 





Gorgeous Super Crest Gift Wrappings— 
Matching Seals and Gift Folders 





Gift and “Thank You” Cards 
For Everyday 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 















CONTOUR-CUT CARDS 
These unusual new 
cards come in the 
shapes of Grandma's 
China Teapot, Willo- 
ware Plate, Ball of 
Yarn, etc. 











People"Go Crazy’Over These 
New Kinds of Greetin 







These new cards ex- 


ical surprises. 


CARDS THAT DO THINGS 








g Cards 





children. Each con- 
tains a real gift—bal- 

aa loon. metal whistle, 
sheriff's star, puzzles, 
etc. 








~+-SO IT’S NO WONDER “DEBS” 


Make Good Money 


without taking a job or putting in regular hours 
..- AND WITHOUT EXPERIENCE. Why not try it yourself? 


HEN you show cards as 

new and unusual as 
these — you'll find it easy to 
make good money all year 
*round! 

Just let your friends, neigh- 
bors, and relatives SEE 
these lovely Doehla All Oc- 
casion box assortments. 
Watch them marvel at the 
richly beautiful designs, the 
warm glowing colors; the ex- 
citing new features . . . magic 
surprises that POP UP... 
GLISTEN AND SPARKLE 
... EVEN CONTAIN VAL- 
UABLE GIFTS. 


Your Friends Get a Bargain 


Everybody these days buys 
greeting cards the year ‘round. 
By ordering these assortments 
from YOU, your friends save 
themselves the bother of shop- 
ping. They get top quality 
cards for even less than ordi- 
nary cards cost in the stores. 
They’re sure of always having 
the right card on hand. 


You Make Money 
Your friends will thank you 





IF YOUR CHURCH, club or organ- 
ization wants a quick easy way to 
raise funds all year ‘round—vwrite, 
giving your name, name and ad- 
dress of organization, and name of 
person in charge of fund-raising. 
By return mail we send our valu- 
able guide for groups, with sample 
kit, on approval. 











for “letting them in” on these 
wonderful bargains. And 
YOU make as much as 55¢ on 
each box ordered. Soon you 
have $50 or more to spend as 
you like. NO EXPERIENCE 
NEEDED. Our free book 
shows how anyone, young or 
old, can make money quickly 
this easy way. 


Yours for Free Trial — Every- 
thing You Need to Start 
Earning Immediately 

Mail the Free-Trial Coupon 
below—NOW. We will send you 
everything you need to begin 
making money right away. Love- 
ly sample assortments on ap- 
proval. Complete details about 
excellent profits. Free samples of 
exciting new Personal Imprint 
Stationery. If folks don’t “snap 
up” these bargains—and ask for 
more—return the approval boxes 
at our expense. Don’t miss 
this chance 
to make new 
friends and 
a lot of extra 

















20 Boxes in 2 
a fours’ Time 
I'm thrilled with 


the beauty 
of th 
cards and 5 = 
he customers. 1 
about 20 bo ave now sold 
hours.”".pee*s,: *,- 10 about t 
D - —Bernice Jonn oy 
akcta son, South 





Has Fun 
_ Sarateg At 14 
™ 14 years 
Began with Deighe 


bors and 

Phon{ 
my mothe “4 
friends. Now I get 


big orders—g5 to$18. Am Saving up 








. Box 
By the end of the 
orders for 25 more 
$17.95 in just one 





for College.”"—Caroz Anger, Calis 











Makes $17.95 First Week— 


After School 
“In three and 
half hours the ok. 
first day, I got or- 
ders for 29 Doehla 
waortments, 
week, I had 
boxes. I made 

we Aad. beek.’* 
arjorie Richardson N.Y 









Mail Free-Trial Coupon — Without Money or Obligation 


ee ee ieee 


| HARRY DOEHLA CO., Studio A-42, (Palo Alto, Calif.) | 
(Nashua 


: (If you live East of Rockies, , N. H.) 
spea din & ! address Nashua Office) l 


money. Mail 


Please rush—for FREE TRIAL—sample boxes on approval | 


coupon now! and money-making plan. Free samples of smart “Name 
{ Imprinted” Stationery and FREE BOOK of easy ways for | 


HARRY 
DOEHLA CO., 
Studio A-42, 


anyone to make money. " 





Nashua, N. H. 


west of the 


(Please Print) 





Rockies — mail 
coupon to Palo 
Alto, Cal.) 


State 





1 

I 

ua, N.H. | 

(Or if you live | 
l 

l 
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@ Harry Doehla Co. 


Please state Zone No. (if any) 
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uniform . 


Anklets... 


uniform 


You might catch a glimpse 
of her:at school . . 
way to a troop meeting. 
Wherever you see her, you are 
impressed with the trim 

and capable appearance that 
she gives in her Intermediate 
Girl Scout Uniform. 


. or on her 


If you do not already own a 
. . stop in at your 
equipment agency and try one 
on. See if you don’t look 

and feel more like a Girl Scout! 


Priced to fit your pocket book: 
Dress. ..6.50, Belt... .50, 
Tie... .60. Beret. ..1.50, 
50. Total. ..9.60 


AVAILABLE AT YOUR 


: id Scout Equipment Agency 














On this special morning the Spanish lesson 
was just ending when Sophia appeared to 
say that Senor Rodriguez wanted to see 
Dofia Dolores and that Senorita Beba Rojas 
was calling on Miss Jerinifer. Jennifer bade 
her teacher a hasty good-by and_ rushed 
downstairs. She was as eager to see Beba as 
if she had been a childhood friend. 

“I'm so glad to see you,” she cried sin- 
cerely, as Beba rose to greet her. 

“I have been thinking of you,” Beba said, 
her flashing smile illuminating her thin face, 
“wondering how you are finding Cuba.” 

“It is all strange to me yet,” Jennifer ad- 
mitted. 

“I know,” Beba agreed quickly. “It is 
difficult at first. I thought you might like to 
see another side of Cuban life—we do not all 
live on the Calderén scale, you know—and | 
would like you to meet my family. Would 
you, and your cousin, too, come home with 
me to lunch?” 

“I'd love to,” Jennifer answered, “but 
Antonia and her mother have gone off for 
the day. Will you excuse me a moment while 
I speak to my grandmother?” 

Dona Lolita offered to drop the girls at 
the Rojas home on her way to town, but 
Beba thanked her and suggested that Jennifer 
might like to try a Cuban trolley or bus. 

Jennifer and Beba waited for the trolley 
at the corner. When it came, it reminded 
Jennifer of the Toonerville trolley in the 
comic strip. It was small, ancient, in need 
of a washing and a coat of fresh paint. It 
rocked madly along, stopping occasionally 
at little wooden sheds which protected the 
waiting passengers from sun and rain. 


The two girls talked and laughed, 
as two girls at home would have done, and 
about much the same subjects. They passed 
many beautiful homes, as large and luxurious 
as the Calderén house; and, sometimes, sand- 
wiched between them would be tumble-down 
shacks or open-faced grocery stores which 
Jennifer was learning to call bodegas. Once 
they saw a herd of goats nibbling the bright 
flowers over the low wall of a lovely garden. 
The more pretentious houses seemed to sit 
comfortably cheek by-jowl with their humble 
neighbors. 

When they wound around the university 
hill, Jennifer was especially interested to see 
the place where Miguelito spent his days. 
The long flight of broad steps was filled with 
young men, milling excitedly about. 

Jennifer turned to Beba. “What’s the mat- 
ter?” she asked nervously. 

“The students have been on strike for sev- 
eral days,” Beba explained. “They have an- 
nounced they will not let the cars pass the 
university, but nobody believes they will 
do anything, although they have threatened 
the motormen several times.” 

“But why?” Jennifer asked in bewilder- 
ment. “What have the motormen done?” 

Beba laughed. “Nothing, of course. But 
the students want publicity to arouse the 
people to support them.” 

“Seems a funny way to go about it,” Jenni- 
fer remarked. “What are they striking for?” 

“They're protesting against the govern- 
ment. They feel that public funds are being 
misused and they are demanding certain re- 
forms. It all started at a high school down 
near Guantanamo and has spread throughout 
the island.” 

Jennifer was amazed. She couldn't imagine 
high school students at home becoming sut- 
ficiently upset over political abuses to stage 
riots and said so to Beba. 
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“We are born with an interest in politics,” 
Beba told her. “My small brothers discuss the 
political situation as earnestly as they do 
baseball scores. In Latin-American countries 
opposition to the government—political upris- 
ing of any kind—usually starts in the high 
schools and universities.” 

As they inched through the milling crowd, 
Jennifer wondered anxiously if Miguelito 
were mixed up in this dangerous business. He 
had been so friendly that she hated to think 
he might be in trouble. The crowd seemed 
to be growing more unruly. Jennifer opened 
her mouth to tell Beba she was frightened, 
but a terrifying roar drowned her words as 
a group of the more hotheaded boys surged 
down the steps to attack the car. Simultane- 
ously the motorman put on full speed, and 
the trolley rocked crazily from side to side. 

Jennifer put her hands over her face. If 
ever she reached home safely, she would 
never go out again in this wild country. She 
peered out from between her fingers and saw 
four or five of the ringleaders overtake the 
car and clamber on board. The motorman 
lashed out bravely, but there were too many 
for him. The students overpowered him and 
dragged him away from the throttle. The 
car lurched madly along at full speed until 
someone jammed on the brake and the sud- 
den grinding stop threw Jennifer off the seat. 
There was a crash of shattering glass as a 
stone came hurtling through the window. 

Jennifer huddled under the seat too 
frightened to move. Something warm and 
sticky was dropping steadily, moistening the 
shoulder of her green linen dress. With diffi- 
culty she scrunched around so that she could 
see, and gasped as she realized what it was. 

Beba was slumped, white-faced, along the 
seat; blood was seeping from a long gash 
across one limp arm. Jennifer looked around 
wildly for something with which to stop the 
bleeding. Her handkerchief was much too 
small. Then she remembered that she was 
wearing a new slip with a wide ruffle. Franti- 
cally she tore at the frill until the stitching 
gave way. She wound the improvised bandage 
tightly around Beba’s injured arm and was 
relieved to see only a small stain on the top 
layer. Beba stirred, and tried to sit up. 
Jennifer helped her lean back and she lay 
there weakly for a moment. 

“What happened?” she asked faintly and 
then, as she began to remember, she cried, 
“Jennifer, are you all right?” 

“Just battered a bit,” Jennifer answered, 
surveying her stained and rumpled dress. 

“We must get out of here,” Beba urged, 
as sirens screamed in the distance. She pulled 
herself up and stood, swaying a little, in 
the aisle. 

“Here,” Jennifer said, “lean on me. It’s 
just a step to the back platform.” 

As fast as she could, she propelled Beba’s 
faltering footsteps toward the back platform. 
Someone helped them down the steps and 
they pushed their way through the crowd 
to a side street. 

“You have a bad cut on your arm,” Jennifer 
told Beba. “I fixed it up, but it ought to be 
properly cleansed and bandaged.” 

Baba looked down at her arm in surprise. 
“Why, I did not even feel it,” she exclaimed. 
“Madre mia, you are the cool one, chica!” 

Jennifer disclaimed any credit. She hailed 
a passing taxi to take them to Beba’s house. 
All the way, she kept wondering where Miguel 
was at that moment. 

The Rojas family lived in a comfortable 
old house in the heart of the city. The front 
wall rose abruptly from the edge of a side- 
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walk so narrow Jennifer and Beba could not 
walk abreast. Two grilled windows and a 
mahogany door, high and wide and orna- 
mented with an old brass knocker, broke the 
flat surface. The wooden shutters behind the 
grilles were open, and Jennifer could see into 
a cluttered living room with a glimpse of a 
small patio beyond. 

Beba pushed open an unlocked panel in 
the great door with her good hand and they 
stepped inside. Immediately all the Rojas 
were around them — sweet-faced, motherly 
Senora Rojas, short, stout, kindly Dr. Rojas, 
and a collection of young fry of all ages and 
sizes. Jennifer felt that, unlike the Calderéns, 
all the Rojas were eager to know her and 
predisposed to like her simply because she 
was an American. In the midst of their eager 
welcome, someone noticed the bandage on 
Beba’s arm, and the girls told their story, 
interrupted frequently by the excited excla- 
mations of the family. After Dr. Rojas had 
treated the injured arm, he complimented 
Jennifer on her first aid. 


They were still talking about the 
experience as they sat down to lunch. Dr. 
Rojas leaned toward Jennifer, his round face 
troubled. 

“I am distressed that this happened at the 
beginning of your stay in Cuba,” he said in 
his slow, careful English. “You are probably 
thinking it is not safe on the streets of this 
country, because there may be a riot or a 
political uprising.” 

Jennifer laughed, for her thoughts were 
running along exactly those lines. 

“Please do not judge us too hastily,” he 
continued. “We have exploitation and abuse 
of power as you do in your great country, 
and men try through collective action—unions, 
strikes—to forge a remedy. Here the young 
men of the university are protesting against 
the government. I do not argue the merits 
of the case. I say merely that men strike here 
as they strike in your land, and sometimes 
in both places hotheads get out of control 
and accidents occur.” 

Jennifer felt better after this kindly ex- 
planation. Perhaps one did jump at conclu- 
sions too fast in foreign countries. 

Beba’s young brother Esteban cut in. “But 
what about the Communistas, Dad? Every- 
body says they are at the bottom of all this.” 

“It is hard to say, son,” Dr. Rojas answered. 
“The students have a legitimate grievance, 
but of course we know that the Communist 
leaders seize every opportunity to foment 
trouble.” He turned to Jennifer again. “Un- 
fortunately Communist propaganda is eagerly 
swallowed by masses who live in poverty, 
face to face with a small privileged class of 
great wealth. We can fight it only by working 
to broaden the opportunities for cur people, 
to raise the standard of living, eh, daughter?” 

As he exchanged a glance of love and un- 
derstanding with Beba, Jennifer knew again 
a familiar twinge of envy. 

After lunch, they sat in the small patio. 
Only Beba and her father spoke English, but 
Jennifer was surprised at how much of the 
Spanish conversation she understood. 

Dr. Rojas admired Americans and was 
grateful to them for many things in the past 
and in the present. He would never forget 
what Cuba owed to the United States for 
her help in freeing the island from Spanish 
domination. “And then, unique in the history 
of great powers,” he added, “stepping out and 
letting us learn to govern ourselves, even 
though we made plenty of mistakes.” 

He spoke of what Dr. Finlay and others 
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had done to wipe yellow fever from the 
island, and of the help of American doctors 
and engineers in making Havana the shining, 
sanitary city it is. He talked of the United 
States as a great market for Cuban products 
and of American loans and economic co-oper- 
ation. He spoke of the protection of the Mon- 
roe Doctrine and the good-neighbor policy. 

“All is not perfect in your country,” he 
added, “but its faults are small in comparison 
with its greatness. I admire it and am happy 
to send my Beba to study there.” 

Jennifer's feelings, which had so often 
been ruffled during her stay in Cuba, were 
delightfully soothed by this appreciation of 
her country. She could not help thinking how 
different it would be if she had come to stay 
with a family like the Rojas. 


When Dr. Rojas left for his office, 
and the older children returned to school, 
Beba said, “Come into my room, I want to 
show you some snapshots.” As Jennifer looked 
at the pictures, Beba went on, “My father ob- 
tained for me a job as inspector of orphanages. 
Five days a week, from eight to twelve, and 
I love it.” 

“Oh, Beba, that’s fine!” Jennifer congratu- 
lated her, thinking how little this active, 
energetic Cuban girl was like the stories she 
had heard of lazy, stay-at-home, put-it-off- 
till-mafana Latin women. Suddenly she 
found herself telling Beba of her secret ambi- 
tion to study medicine. Beba was interested 
and began immediately to plan ways of 
action. 

“It is foolish to lose a whole winter,” she 
said. “I wonder if you could not do some 
work at the university here?” 

“Do girls attend the university?” Jennifer 
wanted to know. “I saw only men.” 

“You wouldn’t expect the girls to be mixed 
up with a riot, would you?” Beba answered. 
“Cuban young women do attend the uni- 
versity. They are beginning to take an inter- 
est in careers, but up to now most of them 
have prepared only for teaching.” 

“IT wonder if I could—” Jennifer was begin- 
ning, when Beba cut her short. 

“Do you suppose your grandmother would 
permit it?” she asked thoughtfully. “Antonia 
is intelligent and energetic, and it seems odd 
she is content to be just a society belle.” 

Maybe Antonia was touchy and difficult 
because she wanted a career of some kind, 
Jennifer reflected, and couldn’t have it be- 
cause of family opposition. 

“My grandmother often talks disapprov- 
ingly of careers for women,” she said aloud. 

“She always looks like the cover on some 
French fashion magazine,” Beba said, “but 
[hear that it is she who runs Central Lolita.” 

Jennifer laughed. “Exactly, though the fic- 
tion is that she leaves it entirely to her over- 
seer, But I don’t believe he makes any deci- 
sion without her approval.” 

“You will have to convince her somehow,” 
Beba said. “You should not waste a year. Also 
when you go back to New York, what will 
you do? You cannot expect money help from 
your mother now. Your grandmother could 
help you.” 

“I don’t think I could take help from her,” 
Jennifer said slowly, finding the idea distaste- 
ful. “There’s some sort of antagonism between 
my Cuban family and my mother and me 
that would prevent any such arrangement.” 

“But that is so foolish,” Beba remonstrated. 
“She is your grandmother just as much as she 
is Antonia’s. Ay de mi, it is quarter of three! 
Would you enjoy a walk through the shops 
before I take you home?” 
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“I'd love it,” Jennifer answered. “It’s so 
near Christmas and I'd like to buy a gift or 
two.” 

In the shops, Jennifer bought several pres- 
ents for her new family. She wanted especial- 
ly to please Antonia. She was so lovely to 
look at and seemed to be such fun with 
everyone else that Jennifer wanted to make 
friends with her. She bought a square of 
flame-colored chiffon that would make a 
beautiful evening handkerchief to match the 
flame-colored slippers Antonia had worn with 
a blue evening gown. Jennifer planned to 
embroider a little wreath of forget-me-nots 
around Antonia’s initials in one corner. Surely 
her cousin’s cool indifference would melt at 
such time and thought spent to please her. 

They were just leaving a large department 
store, El Encanto, when someone grabbed 
them from behind and they swung around 
to look into Stephen Brent’s smiling face. 

“At last!” he exclaimed, pumping them 
both vigorously by the hand. “I knew if I 
hung around this corner long enough, I'd run 
into you eventually. You'll meet everyone and 
his cousin if you stand here long enough.” 

Jennifer, annoyed at his neglect, did her 
best to hide how glad she was to see him, 
but Beba was openly delighted. 

“Come,” Steve invited, “you girls have 
done enough shopping. Let’s go over to La 
Isla and have a drink or some ice cream or 
something. I want to talk to you, Jenny.” 


They crossed over to the old-fash- 
ioned café on the corner. It was open to the 
street on two sides, with a bar in front and 
several counters and booths where pastries, 
candies, cigars, and lottery tickets were sold. 
In back, divided from the front by a row of 
potted palms, they sat down at one of the 
small marble-topped tables. At Beba’s sug- 
gestion Steve ordered pineapple drinks. 

“Now,” he said, turning to Jennifer, “tell 
me about it. I’ve been chewing my nails to 
know how you've been getting on.” 

Jennifer couldn’t resist saying, “I thought 
possibly you might telephone— 

“Telephone! I’ve done nothing else but! 
Somehow it never seemed convenient for 
you to talk to me. I think there’s someone 
‘agin’ me at Casa Calderén.” His eyes 
twinkled at Jennifer in the way she remem- 
bered so well. 

Jennifer was disturbed to learn that she 
had not been told of Steve’s calls. He had 
been very kind to her. She could not under- 
stand why her new family should refuse to 
let her talk to him, and she intended to find 
out the reason as soon as she could. She was 
mulling over the matter, when Beba launched 
into an account of their morning’s adventure. 

“Good work, Jenny!” Steve applauded. 
“Hurray for you to take a little riot in your 
stride. You have grown up since I met you 
‘alone and palely loitering’ on the deck of 
the Cape Charles.” 

When they finished their drinks, Steve said 
he would drive them home. The broad steps 
of the university were empty, and the few 
people on the streets were going about their 
own affairs as if nothing had happened. 

As Steve opened the car door to let Jenni- 
fer out at her house, he said, “I'll keep call- 
ing, Jen, if you say so; but in case of no 
luck, maybe I could get a message to you 
through Beba, although I don’t care much 
for that sort of thing.” 

“No,” Jennifer said quickly. “I’d hate that. 
I’m going to find out why I can’t talk to my 
friends. I’m a guest here, Steve, not a prisoner. 

(To be continued) 
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by BERTHA JANCKE LUECK 


HONDO—A fast-paced Western 
in which John Wayne is starred 
as Hondo Lane, a U. S. cavalry 
dispatch rider in the Indian coun- 
try. The plot centers around the 
struggle for supremacy between 
the white settlers and the Apaches, 
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son, Johnny. The boy (Lee Acker), 
who for his bravery hos been 
made a blood brother of the 
Apache chief, plays an exciting 
part in saving the lives of Lane 
and the settlers. The picture is 
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three girls — Marge Champion, 
Debbie Reynolds,’ and Helen 
Wood — become rivals for the 


Free! 


New Johnson’s Wax Folder 


| to help you earn 
your Wood and Interior 
Decoration badges 








3 Easy Recipes for Finishing Furniture 


tells you exactly how to get a smooth, 
sparkling finish on unpainted furni- 
ture or other wood articles—also on 
old pieces that you want to refinish 
to look like new. 

You can take your choice of these 
three easy methods described in the 
circular: 

1. Sealer and wax 

2. Shellac and wax 

3. Stain, shellac and wax 


Whether you're a Girl Scout or not, 
you'll want this folder so you can fix 
up your own room or finish wood 
articles for gifts. 

To get your free copy of “3 Easy 
Recipes,” send your name and 
address to: 

CONSUMER EDUCATION DEPT. AG-24 


JOHNSON’S WAX 


RACINE, WISCONSIN 
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U.S. Army Photo 


ie FEBRUARY —INTERNATIONAL MONTH— 
is a special link in the chain of interna- 
tional friendship which joins Girl Guides and 
Scouts around the world. And Thinking Day 
is like a bright medallion set in that link. On 
February 22—when they celebrate the birth- 
days of both Lord and Lady Baden-Powell— 
Girl Guides and Scouts remember one an- 
other in thought; greet one another with 
Thinking Day cards and gifts; take part in 
international-friendship observances; give in- 
ternational parties. 

This year many troops will hold the first 
collection of clothing for the special 1954 
Girl Scout project, Kits for Korea, on Think- 
ing Day. The gay-colored bags filled with 
things which Korean children need so badly 
will be collected and sent to the Korean 
children through American Relief for Korea. 
On page 27 of the January issue of the “Girl 
Scout Leader” there are instructions for mak- 
ing the bags, a full list of articles to fill them, 
and information on packing and shipping. 
Your leader can show you her copy. 


Car THE 1953 National Convention of 
the Girl Scouts of the U.S.A. it was 
voted to transfer the observance of Girl Scout 
Week from October to March, the dates co- 
inciding with the celebration of the Girl Scout 
birthday on March 12. In 1954 March 7 
through 13 will be Girl Scout Week. Thurs- 
day, International Friendship Day, would be 
another very appropriate time for a collection 
of Kits for Korea. 

The theme of this year’s Birthday Week 
will be: Know Your Neighbor—Know Your 
Nation. 
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Headline News in Girl Scouting 





Cp AS ONE OF their international friend- 
ship activities, Troop 33 of the Steu- 
benville, Ohio, Area Council collected chil- 
dren’s clothing, did whatever cleaning and 
repairing was needed, packed it, and sent it 
to a United States Army personnel group in 
Pusan. This group had adopted some Korean 
war orphans as their special Christmas proj- 
ect, and warm clothing was at the top of 
their list of gifts for the children. Local busi- 
ness men in Steubenville helped to pay the 
cost of shipping the packages. 

Other clothing which this troop collected 
was given to the Greek Disaster Relief Com- 
mittee, and to the American Red Cross for 
use in local emergencies. In all, Troop 33 
collected more than four hundred articles of 
clothing, shoes, mittens, and scarfs. 


whe A BRAND-NEW TROOP in Utica, Michi- 
gan, lost no time in finding ways to 
help others. These girls of Lone Troop 5 also 
collected, repaired, and packed several boxes 
of clothes for Korean children. For a Christ- 
mas project, they dressed dolls which were 
distributed to children through a local organ- 
ization. 

Incidentally, every girl in this troop has 
earned a subscription to THE AMERICAN Grr! 


C2 GIRL SCOUTS living abroad have oppor- 
tunities for many unusual and interest- 
ing activities. Like their sister Scouts at home, 
however, they always include some form of 
community service in their programs. 

At Camp Sendai, in Japan, Brownie Scouts 
whose fathers are stationed with United States 
Army forces in Japan made stuffed animals 


Brownies who hail from many 
different home States work together 
at troop meetings in Japan, 

making toys for orphan 

children in the Camp Sendai area 


at several troop meetings, to be given as 
Christmas gifts to children in orphanages in 
the Sendai area. The girls had fun making 
the amusing playthings which delighted the 
children who received them. 


oe THERE ARE SOME ipteresting items this 
month from the Greater New York 
Council. 

Wearing their Girl Scout uniforms, girls 
from more than two thousand troops sang 
carols and delivered Christmas packages at 
orphanages, homes for the aged, veterans’ 
hospitals, day-care centers for children, insti- 
tutions for handicapped children. Troop 
leaders worked with the girls on Hanukkah 
and Christmas projects, and organized de- 
liveries. 

Under a plan worked out by the Service 
Bureau of the Greater New York Council, 
Brooklyn troops were responsible for desig- 
nated hospitals in their neighborhoods. 
Eleven hospitals received gifts from these 
troops. In the Hudson district of Manhattan, 
troops made big, bright-red stockings and 
filled them with gifts for children at the 
United States Immigration Center on Ellis 
Island. A troop from the New York Institute 
for the Blind sang carols and distributed gifts 


. at the Kingsbridge Veterans’ Hospital. All of 


these girls are completely or partially blind. 

Some troops have made aged patients in 
the City Hospital their “adopted” grandpar- 
ents, and sent them holiday greeting cards 
and gifts. Senior and Intermediate troops also 
sang carols for these patients. 

Other Scouts, working in troop meetings, 
made attractive and useful gifts for hospital 
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patients, For trays they made place mats and 
brightly colored favors. For children they 
made flannel animais, and for older patients, 
handmade bags filled with toilet articles. They 
also made “bedside gardens” with clay pots, 
boxes, and small cartons. These were planted 
with different kinds of cacti and flower seeds. 
Patients, old and young, enjoy caring for these 
gardens and watching them grow. 


It was a proud day indeed when several 
Greater New York troops were chosen to rep- 
resent their boroughs in the United Nations 
Day eighth anniversary ceremonies at the 
U.N. headquarters. Representatives of Boy 
and Girl Scouts and Campfire Girls from 
three boroughs took part. Each boy and girl 
carried a flag of a member nation of the U.N. 
in the Roll Call of United Nations Flags, held 
out of doors at noon. It was a colorful and 
impressive ceremony. At a roll of the drums, 
each boy and girl came forward carrying the 
flag of the nation called, and lined up on the 
ramp. When all the nations had been called, 
Mme. Pandit, president of the General Assem- 
bly, walked up the flag-lined ramp to the bal- 
cony to receive a presentation. 

“As we stood there,” said one Bronx Girl 
Scout, “we felt that we were one big family. 
We will never forget the experience.” 


Cha WAS A REAL ADVENTURE in friend- 
ship last summer when International 
Friendship Troop 13 of Milwaukee, Wiscon- 
sin, camped for a week with Canadian Girl 
Guides from Port Arthur and Fort William, 
Ontario. This was the fourth joint camp of 
Canadian Guides and Milwaukee Scouts. 

For the Canadian girls the adventure in 
friendship began even before they left home. 
All came from different districts, and had not 
known one another before the first of the 
three preparatory meetings that preceded 
their trip to Sibi-weka Lodge, a Milwaukee 
Girl Scout camp. 

The joint camp began with a welcome din- 
ner, complete with a large cake decorated 
with a frosting replica of the Canadian friend- 
ship pin. During their stay, the Guides visited 
the other campsites of the Milwaukee Girl 
Scouts. There were evening campfires and 
singing; movies and slides of the many activ- 
ities of the Milwaukee Scouts. Swimming, 
cookouts, horseback riding, hiking, and sight- 
seeing were part of the campers’ daytime 
program. 

One afternoon the Guides and Scouts were 
guests of the chairman of the Chalet Commit- 
tee of the World Association. She told them of 
her interesting experiences ‘abroad, and 
showed them pictures of the World Commit- 
tee meeting in Athens and others taken on 
a recent visit to Switzerland and Our Chalet 
at Adelboden. 

Another highlight of the joint camp was 
an international dinner which featured foods 
of many lands. One evening seventy Boy and 
Girl Scouts and their leaders came out from 
Milwaukee to show the Guides a Scout coed 
program. The Boy and Girl Scouts, who had 
been studying Indian tribal customs and lore, 
put on a program of American Indian dances 
in the glow of flares and a huge campfire, in 
authentic costumes which they themselves 
had made. 

During the encampment the Canadian flag 
and the Stars and Stripes were flown, with 
the World Flag, on alternate days. On Sun- 
day the entire group, in uniform, attended 
church services in a nearby town. 

An International Scouts’ Own closed the 
encampment. 
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At the All-States Encampment in Wyoming 
Seniors take soil samples that will be used 
by scientists in antibiotic research studies 


IN GREYBULL, WYOMING, Seniors of 

Troop 77, of the Big Horn Basin Coun- 
cil, prepared and served a dinner for their 
parents, in observance of the birthday of 
Juliette Low. Girl Scout colors were carried 
out in the table decorations of yellow baby 
mums, green fern, and green candles. The 
place cards were decorated with gold Girl 
Sout seals. 

After the dinner there was a ceremony in 
which each girl was presented by her father 
with the Senior Scout Service emblem. Then 
the leaders of the troop told the parents how 
they were planning to carry out the caravan 
trip to Camp Rockwood, the national Girl 
Scout camp outside Washington, D. C., which 
the troop hopes to take early this summer. 

For six years the girls have had this trip 


Scouts in Steubenville, Ohio, letter a big 
greeting card to go with the boxes of cloth- 
ing which they are sending to Pusan, Korea 








as one of their major goals, and little by little 
have earned the money to pay for it. They 
expect to travel in station wagons, camping 
along the way, so they have spent many 
months learning the outdoor skills they will 
need to use. They have gone on several prim- 
itive camping trips, and last summer did a 
kind of trial run when they set up a complete 
primitive camp in the Big Horn Mountains, 
in which they lived for five days. 

We have asked Troop 77 to write an ac- 
count of their Washington trip for a later 
issue of “All Over the Map.” 


Gd FROM FORTY-SIX STATES, from Alaska 
and the District of Columbia, one hun- 
dred and eighty-six Senior Scouts went to 
the third All-States Encampment at Buffalo 
Bill Camp, Wapiti, Wyoming. The campsite 
is a beautiful one in the Shoshone Canyon, 
about eight miles from the east entrance to 
Yellowstone Park, and affords opportunities 
for many kinds of camping experience, ex- 
ploring afoot and on horseback, and sight- 
seeing. 

Getting acquainted with girls from all parts 
of the United States and exchanging ideas is 
an important part of the All-States program. 
Many of the general camp activities were 
planned by the campers so that each girl 
would have a chance to make new friends. 

Two encampmentts were held this year, so 
that a larger number of girls could attend. 
The Seniors in the second group had an un- 
expected opportunity to test their emergency 
skills and resourcefulness when a forest fire 
broke out in a thickly wooded section. 

Calls for assistance went out immediately 
by telephone, and the girls and the camp staff, 
under the direction of the camp manager, 
attacked the fire with axes, brooms, and water 
brought up from the river by a bucket bri- 
gade. Soon others arrived to help, and after 
a hard fight the fire was brought under con- 
trol. The forest supervisor for the Shoshone 
National Forest praised the girls for their 
quick and effective action, and credited them 
with saving the campsite and the canyon. 

Coffee and tea were served to the men 
helping fight the fire, and those who remained 
to watch for any new outbreaks were invited 
to stay for supper. Immediately after the first 
alarm was sounded, first-aid stations were set 
up under the direction of the camp nurse 
and first-aid instructors. Fortunately there 
were only a few minor injuries to be cared for. 

One of the most interesting activities car- 
sied on by the campers this year was collect- 
ing soil samples for scientists. These samples 
are to be tested for new antibiotic molds, to 
be used in fighting infections. Detailed in- 
structions guided the girls in selecting the 
locations most likely to have the required 
molds, and in taking the soil samples. The 
experience gained at camp will be of help to 
the girls in extending their soil-sampling 
activities to their own communities. THE END 


CALLING CONTRIBUTING EDITORS 


Girl Scouts make the news in this depart- 
ment. It is for you, about you, by you. Your 
good times; your community service; your 
outdoor, homemaking, international friend- 
ship and other activities are all of interest 
to other Girl Scouts and Girl Guides. 

Why not tell others in “All Over the Map” 
what your Girl Scout group is doing? Send 
pictures, too, if you have them. Clear, black- 
and-white prints, 4” x 5” or larger, which 
show Girl Scouts engaged in some activity, 
are best. 
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Girl Scouts take a dip in bright-blue waters 
of Lake Motosu—formed by a lava dam from Mt. Fuji 


HEN DO WE EAT?” “Can I go swim- 

ming?” “I scratched my leg!” “Must 

we go to bed so early?” “My cabin 
leaks—the rain is coming in.” “She hit me, 
so. I hit her back.” “I’m sunburned!” 

Lt. Jennie Fea faced these and many other 
teasers as she directed the Girl Scout camp 
at Lake Motosu, at the foot of Mt. Fuji, 
Japan’s famous and sacred mountain. 

But the mess and supply officer of the 
Tokyo WAC Detachment, on leave to run the 
camp for eight weeks, didn’t mind—she loved 
every minute of it. At the camp there were 
often as many as sixty-five girls, ten to four- 
teen years old, enjoying their first week-long 
encampment in Japan. In the eight weeks 
320 girls attended. 

The campsite is on the edge of the lava 
and cinder flow of Mt. Fuji. The lake, at the 
foot of the hill and within shouting distance 
of the mess hall, was formed when lava 
dammed up a valley. 

It has no inlet or outlet, but military medi- 
cal authorities say the water is more than 
ninety-nine percent pure. However, as part 
of their Scout training, the girls purified all 
their drinking water—using a system familiar 
to all soldiers—chlorine tablets dropped into 
lister bags. Sun-warmed lake water was 
piped to a small shower, but most girls said 
they much preferred their daily swim in the 
bright-blue waters of the lake. 

Eight rustic cabins and a big mess hall 
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comprise the camp. Organized for American 
Girl Scouts in the Far East, it offers them 
experience in camp crafts, hiking, and out- 
door safety and cooking, with an opportunity 
to work toward proficiency badges, plus an 
easy way to a sun tan. 

Early to bed and early to rise makes Girl 
Scouts healthy, and ready for a full day. Bed- 
time came about eight p.m.—depending on 


Scouts learn the 
proper display of 
the U. S. flag by 
a daily reveille 
and retreat. Here 
they are lowering 
Old Glory at the 
end of a full day 








by AL BALZER 





American Girl Scout Troops in 
Japan enjoy summer camping at 


the foot of this sacred mountain 


when the sun went down—for the camp has 
no electric lights, and the sole gasoline lantern 
was kept in the director’s cabin. 

Besides giving leave to six WAC sergeants 
who assisted Lt. Fea as camp leaders, the 
Army furnished rations and transportation for 
the Scouts, at a nominal fee. The girls often 
ate a well-known American dish — stew — as 
part of their field ration. Food supplies came 
to the camp in Army trucks three times a 
week from Camp Fuji, a two-hour trip on 
tortuous mountain roads. 

A group of Senior Girl Scouts, fourteen to 
seventeen years old, who with their troop had 
visited the camp earlier, stayed on as Program 
Aides. A mess steward took charge of the 
cooking, but the girls did their own KP and 
enjoyed their hitch at the dishpan. 

Each evening after supper and before bed- 
time, the girls gathered on the lake shore for 
their nightly campfire. A program of Scouting 
lore, conducted by leaders and mothers who 
had accompanied the troops, climaxed the 
day’s activities. 

The girls will long remember their en- 
campment near Japan’s sacred mountain, and 
their refreshing dips in the clear cold blue 
waters of Lake Motosu. THE END 
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Although the lake water 
is pure, Scouts employ 
lister bag to purify all 
drinking water. The girls 
are filling up their can- 
teens before a day’s hike 
into Japan’s nearby hills 


The ground gets really 
damp and hard during 
summer evenings around 
a campfire. Girls soon 
have the problem licked 
by lashing together bam- 
boo rods to form mat seats 
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Chow call has sounded 
and older Girl Scouts 


assist a WAC sergeant | 


to dish out whopping por- 
tions of that popular old 
Irish favorite—“beef stew” 















Time whizzed along on 
wings and already it is 
time to go home. Girl 


Scouts leave Camp Motosu | 


sun-tanned and happy 
after a glorious week of 


fresh air and comradeship | 


Rules for BY YOU Entries 


AVE YOU SENT an entry yet for your own 
Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 
send contributions to this department. They 
may be on any subject that will appeal to 
teen-agers. Only original material, never be- 
fore published, should be submitted. 

“Original” means that in all contributions 
the idea, and the drawings or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the sender’s. 
Contributions must not be copied in any way 
from the work of another person. 

Short Stories: Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Two to twenty-five lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical or 
human-interest sketch, episode from real life. 
Not over 400 words. 

Drawings: Black-and-white only, on stiff 
drawing paper or poster board; may be done 
in pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
tempera, or wash. Not smaller than 5” x 7”. 
Warninc: Wrap carefully! 

Photographs: Any subject, Black-and- 
white only. No smaller than 24” by 2%”. 
Wrap carefully, as damaged photographs will 
not be considered. 


RULES 
1. Entries for the June, 1954, issue must be 
mailed on or before March 1, 1954. Entries 
will be considered only for the one issue of 
the magazine for which they are submitted. 
2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw- 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 

The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ént, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work of 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 

5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THe AmeEr- 
IcAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknowl- 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit manuscripts 


when necessary. 
AWARDS 

First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these: 

Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 

Tue American Girt Magazine 

155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 


Here’s the 
GOOD LOOKS GUIDE 
You've been asking for! 


This handy guide in attractive notebook 
form will answer dozens of your beauty 
and good-grooming questions. Con- 
tains reprints of the most popular 
articles on: 


e Skin Care e Figure Control 
e Make-Up Tips «Hand Care 

e Hair Care e Foot Care 

e Wardrobe Hints e« Color Harmony 


Send 25¢ in coin for your “Good Looks 
Guide” today. 


Good Grooming Editor 

THE AMERICAN GIRL Magazine 
155 East 44th St. Dept. H 

New York 17, New York 











here. There is nothing more that I can do but 
wait. The waiting is unbearable. Outdoors there 
is utter silence. The rest of the world waits too. 
I think I hear an airplane. It is growing louder. 
No, there is a hiss and a rumbling irregular 
murmur to the sound. It is the sort of sound 
which might be made by the multiplied beat of 
trillions of wings. It is the locusts! They are 
here! I hear the dull thud of bodies dashed 
against the boarded-up windows. The incred- 
ible accumulation of their weight makes the 
boards creak and groan in sharp protest. There 
is a beating like rain on the roof but the 
chimney covering seems solid enough. I sit by 
the light of one lone candle and write these 
words for any future generations if there will 
be any future generation. There is a metal box 
by my hand. | shall put this paper into that 
box at the last moment. Perhaps in this way 
my words will survive. The beating deepens 
into a thunder and | cover my ears in protest. 
It is like a ruthless storm. A half hour passes 
slowly and the volume of sound lessens and 
slowly dies away to silence. It is hard to believe 
that the crisis is over and that I am still alive. 
Rising slowly, I open the front door and gaze 
at complete devastation. Not a living soul re- 
mains. The houses stand like silent skeletons 
watching me with broken windowed eyes. I am 
alone in an empty world. 

JUDY PAUST (age 15) Richland Center, Wisconsin 


TIRED OUT OR WORN OUT 
Nonfiction Award 


Do you have spring fever? No, just tired out 
or worn out. Today your heart beat 103,389 
times and your blood traveled 168,000,000 
miles. You breathed 23,400 times; you inhaled 
438 cubic feet of air, you ate 3% pounds of 
food, drank 1.43 pints of liquids, gave off 85.6 
degrees of heat, and generated 450 tons of 
energy. You spoke 4800 words and moved 750 
major muscles. Your nails grew .00045 inches; 
your hair grew .01714 inches and you exercised 
1,000,000 brain cells. Is it any wonder you're 
tired? 


NICK! WARD (age 13) Crisfield, Maryland 


PLAN X 
Fiction Award 


Jo Ann Carter opened the front door of her 
house and groaned. “So it finally came.” 

“Yeah! Isn’t it slick? Look at this nifty ray 
gun, and check the way this supersonic helmet 
fits on!” Billy, her brother, enshrouded his 
small head with a plastic globe that was part 
of the space suit he had been awaiting for 
weeks. 

“It’s perfectly charming,” Jo Ann _ threw 
down her books and went into her room. 

“What's eating her?” Butch Jameson looked 
up from his comic book and spat out an 
apple seed. 

“Aw, she’s going through a stage, Mom says. 
You know — BOYS.” Billy grinned wisely. 
“Your brother’s about as bad.” Butch spat out 
another seed thoughtfully and grunted. “They’re 
having some kind of dance—a pram or prom 
or something at that school they go to.... 
Your brother goin’?” 

“Too much of a sissy to ask anyone.” 

“I guess my sister’s too much of a sissy to 
get asked...She’s been moonin’ about it for 
days. ... Hey!” 

The two little boys looked at each other with 
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By You (Continued from page 26) 


a light in their eyes and began to scheme. 

The next day Joe Jameson opened his front 
door, threw down his books, and looked dis- 
dainfully down at Butch. “There are certain 
very useful things known as dishes in which 
apple seeds can be taken out of the mouth 
and placed. Get me?” 

“Aw, dry up. If you don’t stop pesterin’ me, 
I’ll just leave here. I'll go and...and...” 

“End it all,” prompted Billy. 

“Yeah, end it all.” 

“Don’t get my hopes up,” said Joe, and 
he went into his room. 

“That was real good,” approved Billy. 

“He didn’t look very worried.” 

“Okay. Now get your space materials ready 
and prepare to embark on Plan X.” Billy was 
a man of action. 

At eight that evening the Carters began to 





ART AWARD: NANCY HUNT (age 14) 
San Diego, California 


worry. “Billy hasn’t been home since three. Jo 
Ann, he’s probably still over at Butch’s. You’d 
better run over and bring him home.” 

“MOTHER! I’m not going over THERE! 
Goodness, that conceited Joe Jameson would 
probably think I came over just to see HIM.” 

Mrs. Carter assumed her “Do as | tell you” 
air, and Jo Ann protestingly started for the 
Jamesons’. 

After a few slow, self-pitying blocks, grim 
pictures flashed through Jo Ann’s mind and 
she began to worry. She rounded a corner on 
the run and bumped smack into Joe Jameson. 

“Is my little brother at your house?” she 
asked breathlessly. 

“I was just coming over to your house to look 
for Butch.” 

“Billy wouldn’t get into trouble like this, if 
it weren’t for Butch.” Jo Ann was really wor- 
ried now. 

“Billy’s the one who is always talking Butch 
into wild schemes. Him and his crazy space 
cadet ideas.” 

“SPACE CADET!” Jo Ann clutched at Joe’s 
hand. “You don’t suppose they tried to fly... 


sometimes you read about little boys jumping” 


off roofs.” 

They began to run. “Butch said something 
about ending it all,” gasped Joe. 

Joe started up the trellis. “You stay down 
here while I see if there’s any trace of them.” 
Billy and Butch were contentedly eating apples 
under an eave when Joe found them. “Hey, Jo 
Ann! Over here.” 








By the time everyone was on the ground 
again, everything was in complete confusion. 
Joe looked at Jo Ann. “Going to that prom 
at school?” 

“TI don’t know yet.” 

“Go with me?” 

“Well, 1... well, | guess so.” 

Billy winked. And Butch spat out his last 
apple seed. 


MARY DEVLIN (age 16) Wichita, Kansas 


AN OPEN LETTER TO MY GYM TEACHER 


Nonfiction Award 


Dear Teacher: 

Did they teach you at college that all of your 
future pupils were going to be Babe Zahariases? 
Did they? Is that why you refuse to believe 
that there are people like me, commonly 
called “clutzes” or “schnooks,” who can’t hit 
the side of a house? Why must you insist that 
we are athletic when some of us, try as we 
may, can’t pitch a ball over the plate, or con- 
sistently hit themselves instead of the ball. 

Can’t you understand, dear teacher, that my 
legs refuse to carry me over the horse, that 
instrument of agony you so love to make us 
use? Do you enjoy seeing me prone after I have 
failed to clear a hurdle? What can your reason 
be to tire every muscle in my body with those 
grueling exercises at the parallel bars? Do you 
work for Ben Gay? 

Please realize that I am not malicious. | 
can’t help it if my misguided horseshoes break 
windows. Nor did I mean to jut my elbow into 
the stomach of my partner in volleyball, but 
I had to use all my strength to make that 
leaden ball go even far enough to hit the girl 
in the front row. 

I do not mean to aggravate you with my 
aches and pains. But please, dear teacher, do 
explain why one must pick up a soccer ball 
with one’s feet. Is it because that presents the 
quickest way to get us on the floor? It seems 
to me it would be quite apparent that when you 
put your foot on a moving ball in order to 
stop it you should lose your balance and those 
nasty old legs come shooting out from under. 
And I try so hard not to request those clinic 
passes, but what am I to do when the girl 
I guard in basketball is six feet two? 

And after I have endured this medieval tor- 
ture chamber for forty-five minutes, please tell 
me why we must run up those four flights of 
stairs to the locker room? 

I'll end this plea now, but please, dear 
teacher, do take into consideration all that I 
have said or some day you will find a corpse 
in the locker room along with all those dirty 
socks. 

Yours truly, 
Ache-Ann-Pain 


ANNE ELLEN GOLDBERG (age 15) Clifton, N. J. 


TEMPTATION 
Fiction Award 


The cake was sitting on the pantry shelf. Tim 
spied it just as he came through the kitchen 
door. He tiptoed up to the shelf, just to have 
a sniff. 

Boy, oh boy! His favorite kind—fudge with 
chocolate frosting. What he’d give to have a 
piece! But it must be for supper. Mother had 
said yesterday that they hadn’t had a cake for 
ages. Gee whiz! And here he’d come back 
from baseball practice real hungry to find a 
great big cake sitting right out where a fellow 
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couldu’t help but see it, and he had to wait 
until supper to have any. 

Sure was mean of Mom to leave it right out 
in plain sight. Of course he’d want some. Gee, 
almost any...say, that piece of frosting sure 
looked like it was coming off. He’d just wiggle 
it a little... just to see if it was loose. 

Oops! Wha’da yah know! That whole chunk 
of frosting came right off and some cake with 
it! Well, he might as well eat it. Mom never 
wanted to waste stuff, anyway. 

But that cake looked kinda funny with that 
piece gone. He'd just take a chunk off the 
other edge....Suddenly, he heard footsteps 
coming up the walk. Tim hastily gulped down 
the last piece...and...well...anybody’d just 
know to look at the thing that he had spoiled 
a perfectly bee-utiful lot of food. Too late to 
change that, but... 

“Bob,” said Mrs. Miller later that night to 
her husband, “What do you suppose ailed Tim 
at supper? He hardly ate anything, and went 
right to bed ... most unusual!” 

“Well, he was probably tired,” said the prac- 
tical-minded Mr. Miller. 

“| suppose you're right,” agreed his wife. 
“Oh, that reminds me. Alice said she was bring- 
ing us a cake for supper. Wonder why she 
forgot it? You know, Bob, I’m afraid she’s 
growing absent-minded. Poor thing! I'll tele- 
phone her tomorrow.” 
JOAN TYLER (age 14) Enosburg Falls, Vermont 


TO A CHILD 
Poetry Award 


Crawling, creeping, on the floor, 
Looking, searching for a crumb. 
Slowly, slowly, on he goes, 
Finally, finally here’s a crumb. 


“Baby, Baby, don’t eat that. 

Dirty, dirty, throw it down.” 

Crying, weeping, next are heard, 

Slowly fading—sleeping now. 

LINDA LEE GORIN (age 10) San Fernando, Calif. 


DANCE, CINDY, DANCE 
Fiction Award 


“Heel and toe, heel and toe. No! No! Cindy, 
you're all off beat. That’s all for today anyway. 
Be sure and practice that for the recital.” 

“Heel and toe! Heel and toe! What does she 
think I am! Oh, why must Dad insist on my 
dancing. I hate it!” 

Cindy stalked into the open air of New York. 
“Just because he was such a good dancer until 
-until the accident. Why did it have to hap- 

nt” 

Cindy walked solemnly up the stairs of 
her home. 

“Hi, Cin!” her father called from inside. 

“Hello, Dad.” returned Cindy as she gave 
her crippled father a kiss. “I’ll fix dinner right 
away. What would you like?” 

“Anything’s okay.” Her father frowned as 
he watched Cindy go into the kitchen. “Cindy, 
is anything wrong? Dancing went all right, 
didn’t it?” 

“I had a little trouble with the heel and toe,” 
said Cindy as she filled a pan with water. 

“Again? I think I know what’s wrong. It’s 
just that...” 

“Stop! I don’t want to hear it! I’m so tired 
of dancing, tired of hearing you tell me how 
itshould be done! I hate dancing!” 

Seventeen-year-old Cindy rushed from the 
toom, dropping the pan of water. 

“Cindy! Cindy!” her shocked father called. 

Almost an hour later Cindy came into the 
living room where her father was sitting. “I’m 
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sorry, Dad. Even though it’s true, I had no 
right to hurt you by saying it. And...and 
I'll go on with dancing if you want me to.” 

“No, Cindy dear.” Her father lifted her chin. 
“If you dislike dancing I don’t want you to go 
on with it.” 

“Oh, Dad! You mean it?” Cindy suddenly 
glowed and threw her arms around her father. 
“I’m so glad!” 

Two weeks passed... 

Cindy was sitting on her bed gazing out the 
window. Absently she snapped on the radio 
and chords of music streamed into the room. 
Suddenly she was on her feet—dancing! 

“Heel and toe, heel and toe, around we go. 
Heel and—what am I doing! I hadn’t realized 
I'd missed dancing so much. Why it’s a part 
of me! How could I have every thought... 
Dad! Oh, Dad! Heel and toe, heel and toe— 
where are you?” 

She danced down the steps and into the 
living room, turned on the radio and whirled 
onto the front porch in front of her father. 
There she stopped and knelt before him. 

“Oh, Dad, how could I have been so blind? 
Why I love dancing!” She smiled. 

“Cindy, you mean it? Why I’ve never been 
so happy and—proud. And say, what was wrong 
with that dancing?” He was beaming, too. 


Four weeks later Cindy was on the stage at 
the recital dancing her heart out. 

“Oh, Cindy, you blind bat. You almost lost 
your only love next to your father!” She 
scolded herself. 

And the music seemed to beckon her on— 
Dance, Cindy, dance. 
JUDY OLSON (age 14) Cottonwood, Minnesota 


HONORABLE MENTION 


ART: Susan Griswold (age 12) Middletown, Ohio. 
Nancy Rose Abbott (age 17) West Barrington, 
Rhode Island. 


POETRY: Elleanor Rosen (age 16) New York, New 
York. 


NONFICTION: Patricia Ann Hutchens (age 15) 
Wapakoneta, Ohio. Jeanne Skaggs (age 14) 
Wichita, Kansas. Penny Peterson (age 13) 
Berkeley, California. 


FICTION: Jean McAlpine (age 14) Shermen, Tones, 
Gail Omvedt (age 12) Mi Pp 
Sheila Garverick (age 14) Cisco, Tones. Arlene 
Cozzie (age 14) Waycross, Georgia. 





PHOTOGRAPHY: Barbara Federer (age 12) Bel- 
mont, Massachusetts. Susan Meyer (age 13) Izmir, 
Turkey. 


Teen-agers on ee March (C siateneil eee page 17) 


merrily down the wide road lined with stately 
villas. Salima continues her story of the hor- 
ror and suffering of those times. The refugees 
had lost everything; they had no possessions 
and no place to go. Hundreds of thousands 
of children had lost their parents; old people 
were ill and alone. There were not nearly 
enough roofs to house this ceaseless wave of 
weary, desperate humanity which continued 
to pour into Pakistan. All the schools and 
other large buildings had become hospitals 
or camps, but even that was only a fraction 
of what was needed. Through the burning 
heat of the late summer and long cold winter 
nights, the refugees lay along the roadsides 
and in open fields. 

Under the stress of the situation, a thou- 
sand years of progress were accomplished 
overnight. The women of Pakistan tore off 
their veils, even donned slacks, as they at- 
tacked the tremendous tasks at hand. It was 
Begum Liaquat Ali Khan, wife of the Prime 
Minister of Pakistan, who rallied timid young 
women to take on enormous responsibilities. 
She organized the Pakistan Women’s Volun- 
teer Service and appealed for helpers. Thou- 
sands of women and girls responded. They 
were trained in groups and assigned to camps 
and hospitals. These delicate women of 
Pakistan, who had previously led such 
sheltered lives, plunged into whatever work 
was needed. Nothing seemed too menial for 
them. Epidemics of cholera and smallpox 
were raging in the refugee camps. Only a 
handful of nurses and doctors were available 
to care for the victims. The bulk of the labor 
was performed by women, many of whom 
had never before served even themselves. 
They ministered to the sick and gave what 
comfort they could to the last hours of the 
dying; they cooked soup and rice in great 
caldrons and served thousands of the hungry. 
They gathered the children together and 
kept them from running wild by organizing 
schools in the camps, where thousands of 
persons were huddled together in squalid 
huts of tin and burlap. 

“And young girls like you, Salima,” you 
manage to ask. “What could you do?” 

Salima is matter-of-fact. “We did all sorts 


of odd jobs,” she explains, “like running 
errands, collecting food and clothing from 
house to house, making garments for the 
babies, and entertaining the older children. 
We even taught in the funny, dusty little 
schools—things like sewing and singing and 
the Urdu alphabet. I was fortunate because 
I belonged to a Girl Guide Company and 
our Chief Commissioner was so well-te- 
spected that we were permitted to do special 
kinds of work for which we took training. I 
used to help with injections at the clinics. I 
loved doing that, and it was something that 
was badly needed.” 

You glance at the slim figure on the 
tonga seat beside you and remember that she 
will be a doctor one day. You ask, “Was that 
the beginning of your interest in studying 
medicine?” 

“Of course. There was such a need for 
doctors, and soon I knew that that was the 
right work for me.” 

“But women doctors in Pakistan!” You 
exclaim almost involuntarily. You remember 
how difficult it is for women to enter certain 
medical schools in the United States even 
now. 

Salima understands your amazement. “You 
probably won't believe it,” she says, “but 
Moslem women prefer to be treated by wom- 
en doctors. Some still refuse medical treat- 
ment by men physicians, because the idea 
of a woman’s privacy is so deep-seated.” 

You are interested to see that many of the 
girls hurrying through the wide gateway 
leading to the medical college are wearing 
black veils which entirely cover their heads 
and faces, falling almost to the waist. Later 
you see those same girls in the anatomy 
laboratory, clad in white coats such as 4 
medical student in the United States might 
wear, absorbed in their dissection project - 
the tracing of the nervous system in a human 


y. 

These budding physicians are only one 
sign of the great change in public opinion 
now taking place, as to what a nice Pakistani 
girl may do and what she may not. Until 
recently it was considered demeaning for @ 
woman to earn her living. Young girls were 
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kept busy at home, learning the complex art 
of running a household and caring for chil- 
dren. “But unfortunately,” Salima says, “there 
were few opportunities in Pakistan for a 
woman to follow any profession except teach- 
ing and still be considered a ‘nice girl.’” 

“And now?” you ask, remembering the 
black veils and wondering how complete the 
change really is. 

“We are going to see!” Salima promises, 
and off we go again in the tonga. We visit 
a nurses’ training school where sloe-eyed girls 
of eighteen are wearing the blue uniform of 
the probationer and learning from the ground 
up the profession of nursing which, since 
Partition, has grown to have a new dignity. 

We approach a busy newspaper office and 
meet an attractive young girl reporter dash- 
ing out on an assignment. She is wearing the 
shahwar and kaniz, a wide loose trouser 
topped by a fitted tunic reaching to the knees. 

We stop at the telephone exchange and 
find a long row of sleek-haired operators sit- 
ting before a great switchboard. Most of them 
are in their teens and wear their hair in one 
or two long braids. 

With a demure fifteen-year-old as our 
guide, we walk down the corridors of a 
high school and come upon a group of four 
girls huddled over some papers at a table. 

“They are laying out the dummy of our 
school magazine,” explains our guide im- 
portantly, as impressed as we are that she 
knows the proper expression to use. 

Still in the school, we pass the open door 
of a room in which girls are declaiming in 








Urdu. “The debating club is preparing for 
Friday afternoon,” our guide tells us. “The 
subject? “The pen is mightier than the 
sword,’” 

You notice that there are no boys about. 
Education is separate for the sexes except in 
the early grades, you learn. Do the older 
boys and girls have any social life together? 

“No,” Salima explains, “as a rule a young 
girl sees only the young men who are mem- 
bers of the family—until after marriage, of 
course, when social contacts are more free, 
unless one comes of a family which still main- 
tains the custom of purdah, or veiling.” 

You wonder if marriages are always ar- 
ranged by the parents. 

“A girl’s parents are always thinking of 
a suitable marriage for her,” Salima replies. 
“And when they find a young man who ap- 
pears to have all the qualities, they arrange 
to have the couple meet.” 

“Have you ever wished that you might 
choose for yourself?” 

Salima speaks gravely. “Times are chang- 
ing. Our girls are studying everything and 
are beginning to travel all over the world. 
Even at home they have seen young girls 
in offices and hospitals and some walking 
unveiled upon the streets. They are meeting 
young men as never before—they are begin- 
ning to make their own choices. My parents 
have told me that they will not forbid me if 
I find someone whom I love.” 

She is silent for a long time, and when you 
turn to look at her, you see that she is dim- 
pling and her eyes are merry. THE END 





Get That Date! (Continued from page 16) 


Look around at some of the clubs you 
might join. You may wonder why you have 
passed them up till now. You and Jean are 
in high school? Well, why must you rush 
right home after school and sit in the parlor? 
Most high schools abound in opportunities 
to meet people. If you’re interested in sports 
you might join one of the girls’ teams or 
the cheering squad. There’s also a little orga- 
nization called school government which will 
certainly give you ample opportunity to make 
new friends. In case you and Jean are the shy 
type, you might become a member of one of 
the hobby clubs to be found in most high 
schools. Whenever you join any one of these 
organizations, you are meeting people. 

“But I don’t care to join any of the school 
activities. I'm fed up with the place!” Jean 
Says. 

You nod your agreement: “School clubs 
are not for me!” 

You may miss a lot of fun—and dates—with 
that attitude. But, even so, there are other 
places than school where friends can be made. 
The community centers and the churches in 
your neighborhood are apt to have coed 
clubs and dances for young people. In some 
cities the Y organizations have mecting rooms 
for such clubs, and after meetings the mem- 
bers of the various clubs meet in the lounges 
and broaden their acquaintanceship. It’s com- 
mon practice for a girls’ club to extend an 
invitation each week to one of the boys’ clubs. 
A logical way for dating to get started, too! 
Each week a different group of boys is in- 
vited to attend a party, either at a member's 
home or in one of the Y rooms reserved for 
this purpose. 

“That’s all very well,” Jean says. “But I 
mean real dates. The kind that call for you 
and take you out somewhere.” 

“A party isn’t a date,” you add. “No one 
calls for me.” 
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A party is a date. It’s just a different kind 
of date, and it offers the best opportunity of 
being asked on the kind of date you dream 
about—the glamorous date. 

But there’s still another road to the glam- 
orous kind—the blind date. Naturally, on a 
blind date, you’re risking the possibility of 
a dull time. It may not be the fun you hoped 
it would. 

Jean grins and turns toward you. “We 
could try it! But how? How can we try a 
blind date?” 

Again, we come back to people. You may 
have a friend who is dating a boy. Why not 
ask her to have him bring along one of his 
friends for you? Double-dating is apt to be 
more fun anyhow. But if the friend turns 
out to be a boy you find dull or who just 
doesn’t appeal to you for one reason or 
another, remember to make the best of 
the situation. Hide your disappointment; you 
owe politeness both to the girl who arranged 
the date and to the boy you are with. 

There are a host of other ways to meet 
people. Try ice skating, skiing, roller skating 
with a group — anything that brings you in 
contact with people who are also out to have 
exercise and fun. You'll have a good time, 
even if a date doesn’t result from each activ- 
ity. Often clubs, community centers, and 
churches plan week-end trips and outings to 
resorts or camps with a chaperon. There’s 
nothing like spending a week end with a 
coed group to help along the dating situa- 
tion. A boy gets to know you well enough 
to know whether he wants to date you. And 
you get to know whether you enjoy his com- 
pany. 

The more sociable you become. the more 
dates will come your way. So—crawl out of 
that parlor underbrush and join the world of 
people. It’s a pleasant world, and you'll soon 
be busy having fun. THE END 













"GET *5SO 


IN YOUR SPARE TIME 
with my PROVEN, EASY 





5 RUTH 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED 
For over 20 years, my Elliott 
Plan to get extra MONEY 
has been used by Organiza- 
tions, Churches and people 
just like yourself. 


IT’S EASY! NO TRICK OFFERS! 
NO GIMMICKS! just SHOW 
prize-winning ELLIOTT Easter 
& Everyday Greeting Card As 
sortments, Personalized, Nome 
Imprinted Stotionery, Toys & 
Novelties to Friends & other 
Folks. ELLIOTT items actually 
sell themselves! 


EARN UP TO 100% PROFIT 
plus BIG CASH BONUSES. 
You can‘t find a nicer way to 
get spare cash for “extras” 
or worthy causes. 

1 KNOW YOU CAN DO iT! 
Daily, people are getting $50, 
$75, $100 and more. Mail the 
coupon below and | will rush 
you everything you need (ON 
APPROVAL) to get started at 
once making money the 
friendly, easy ELLIOTT way. 


Send no money — Mail Coupon Today! 


ELLIOTT GREETING CARD CO. 



































| 306 RIDGE STREET ¢ ELYRIA, OHIO | 

| Dear Mrs. Elliott: Please rush me—ON APPROV- | 
Al—everything | need to get started making | 

| money AT ONCE. (FREE personalized Stationery 

| folders included.) ! 

| NAME —~ | 

| ADDRESS | 


ZONE —— STATE ——— 


city 
La assnanenanausaunenranGnaneam wm 
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Down the twisting 
streams, across the 
ruffled lakes, your Old 
Town Canoe is your 
dependable friend for 
fishing and hunting. 
Sturdy and strong for 
long trips, vet light 
and easy to carry. Per- 
fectl br toe An 
Old Town is designed 
like a birchbark, but 
built for many years 
of adventure and sport. Easy to own. 


FREE CATALOG shows all kinds of canoes and 
eutboards, sailboats, dinghies, rowboats. 


OLD TOWN CANOES 


1 Old Town Canoe Co., 122 Fourth St., Old Town, Maine ' 
PLEASE SEND ME FREE CATALOG 














Name i 
i Address t 
be City State | 








NEW THRILLING SENSATION IN 


EVERYDAY CARDS 


ing’values bring you easy or- 
lon si; t. Earn extra dol- 


Y GREETINGS, Dept. 
sore. Cardinal, St. Louis 3, Missouri 

















HOW LONG WILL 
A DATE WAIT? 


It depends on his boiling 
point. Some men will take 
half an hour of heel-cool- 
ing in the parlor and come 
out "sunny side up". Then, 


others go up in smoke the 
minute they ring the bell 
and get the word--"she'll 
be a minute". 


Q 


‘/ , If you're wise, 
' you won't try to 
test a fellow's 
boiling point— 
you'll be right 
on time. Which 
means you'll avoid delays 
--delays like Mother say- 
ing, "You'll do the dishes 
before you go!" That tone 
of voice means the state- 
ment is final, so all you 
can do is do the job fast. 
That's where your S&S. 0. S. 
comes in...to whip right 





through the tough part-- 
those dirty pots and pans. 
S.0. S., the Magic Scouring 
right in it, 


Pad with soap 
cuts through 
grease, wipes 
off scorches, 
brings up a 
really shiny 
polish -- all 
in one motion. 


So why not get the S.0.S. 
habit? In fact, don't wait 
...make it a date...today! 


The $.0.$. Company, Chicago, Illinois, U.S. A. 
$. 0.5, Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ont, 


60 














Buffet Casseroles (Continued from page 20) 


2-quart casserole. Top with buttered bread 
or cracker crumbs, or whole-wheat cereal. 
Bake in moderate oven (350° ) about 35 min- 
utes. Serves 4 to 6. 

Sour cream is the special flavor ingredient 
of this dish, which is made from an inexpen- 
sive cut of beef. Boiled rice or noodles are 
good with this. Janna Lue Knobloch of Tus- 
cola, Illinois, says her family cooks it in a 
casserole, then sets the casserole on a large, 
old-fashioned platter, and surrounds it with 
hot corn muffins. 


SPECIAL BEEF CASSEROLE 
3 pounds chuck beef 2 teaspoons salt 
3 carrots, thinly sliced -% teaspoon pepper 
2 teaspoons scraped 3 tablespoons chopped 
onion or onion juice parsley 
1 cup sour cream 

Cut the beef into l-inch cubes. Mix all in- 
gredients, except the cream, in a large casse- 
role. Add enough water barely to cover. 
Cover casserole and bake in slow oven (300°) 
2% to 3 hours. When meat is almost tender, 
remove cover. Blend 2 tablespoons flour and 
% cup cold water to a smooth paste. Stir this 
thickening into the casserole and continue 
cooking until meat is tender. When ready to 
serve, stir the sour cream in quickly. Makes 
6 to 8 servings. 

Here is a good recipe to have on hand when 
you are planning a big buffet party. It serves 
12 to 15, but the ingredients are given in 
easy measurements, and you need only cut 
each one in half for a smaller recipe to serve 
6to8. ° 

PORK AND RICE SUPPER 
4 lbs. boneless pork 4 cups cooked peas 
2 cups finely chopped 22 cups canned 
celery tomatoes 
4 cups chopped onions V4 teaspoon nutmeg 
tablespoon salt 1 teaspoon thyme 
2 cups uncooked rice (optional) 
1% cups sliced mush- Y% pound American 
rooms cheese, sliced 

Cut pork into %-inch cubes. Combine with 
celery, onions, and salt. Brown well in heavy 
skillet. Cover and cook slowly 30 minutes. 
Meanwhile, cook rice according to package 
directions. Drain and combine with pork mix- 
ture, vegetables, and seasonings. Pour into a 
large baking pan (9”x12”x2%”) or into 2 large 
casseroles. Bake in moderate oven (350°) 
about 2 hours, or until meat is tender and 
rice cooked. Cover with sliced cheese during 
last hour of baking. 

The last of the roast turkey or chicken 
tastes as good as the first when combined 
with spaghetti in a casserole dish. Serve it for 
a party as well as for the family. Canned 
chicken or turkey may also be used. 1 can of 
cream of mushroom sauce and 1 cup of thin 
cream may be used instead of the white 
sauce and mushrooms. 


— 


TURKEY AND SPAGHETTI CASSEROLE 
Y% cup butter or Ya cup cooked mush- 


m. margarine rooms (optional) 
“4 cup flour % cup chopped 
2 cups milk 


1% teaspoons salt pimiento 


Ye teaspoon pepper 
1% cups diced cooked 
turkey 
1% cups cooked 
spaghetti (%4 cup 
uncooked) 


% cup grated 
American cheese 
% cup soft bread crumbs 
Y% cup melted butter 
or margarine 
Melt & cup butter in heavy saucepan. Add 
flour and stir until combined. Gradually add 
milk and cook over low heat 5 minutes, stir- 
ring constantly. Add seasonings. Combine this 
white sauce with turkey, spaghetti, mush- 
rooms, pimiento, and cheese. Place in a 
buttered 2-quart casserole. Combine bread 
crumbs with melted butter and sprinkle over 
casserole. Bake in slow oven (325°) 25 min- 
utes, or until well browned. Serves 4 to 6. 
The recipe for this casserole was given to 
Fran Thronberry of Oklahoma City, Okla- 
homa, by a Cherokee Indian. 


INDIAN CASSEROLE 


pound ground lean 
beef 


_ 


1 (no. 2) can whole- 
kernel corn 


1 cup chopped onions 2 teaspoons chili 
2 tablespoons salad oil powder (approx.) 
1 (no. 2%) can % cup corn meal 


tomatoes 
teaspoons salt 


1 cup chopped ripe 
olives 
1 cup grated cheese 


LS) 


Brown beef and onions in oil in large fry- 
ing pan. Add tomatoes, salt, corn, and chili 
powder, and heat to boiling. (Use more or 
less chili powder, to please your taste.) Turn 
heat to low and slowly stir in corn meal. Cook 
5 to 10 minutes, stirring constantly to prevent 
sticking. Remove from heat and stir in olives. 
Pour into a greased 2%-quart casserole. Sprin- 
kle with cheese. Bake in moderate oven 
(350°) 30 minutes. Serves 6 to 8. Serve with 
a green salad, beverage, and a fruit dessert. 


BANANAS 

Once a luxury, bananas now are in the 
markets all year round. Practically everybody 
likes them, and almost everyone has a dif- 
ferent and special way of serving them. They 
may be eaten “as is,” or cooked. They 
are used in desserts of all kinds, from cake 
to ice cream; in salads; in main dishes; in 
delicious drinks. 

How do you, or your family, like to serve 
bananas? Write out your favorite recipe, test 
it to make sure you have it exactly right, and 
send it to the “Recipe Exchange” for the 
June issue. All recipes for the June Exchange 
must be mailed by February 20. For each 
recipe printed in the magazine we will pay 
one dollar. Be sure to read the rules given 
below and follow carefully. THE END 





June Recipe Exchange 


Subject: Bananas 


Each month we will announce in the magazine the 
kind of cookery for which we wish recipes. The 
recipe you send in MUST be one that you have used 
successfully. For every recipe printed in the maga- 
zine, THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00. 


We should also like to receive letters telling 


how and why you have found your recipe espe- 
cially helpful or valuable. 


FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY 


1. Recipe and letters must be typewritten or 
neatly printed in ink. 

2. Recipes and letters must be on separate sheets. 
Recipes must be written on one side of paper only. 


Date Due: February 20, 1954 


3. In the upper right-hand corner of the recipe 
sheet, give your name, address, age, and the 
source of your recipe. 

4. List ingredients in the order of use in the 


recipe, and give level measurements. If any 
special techniques are involved, describe them 
fully. 


5. All recipes submitted become the property of 
THE AMERICAN GIRL Magazine and cannot be 
acknowledged or returned. If your recipe is pub- 
lished in the magazine, you will receive a check 
for $1.00. Decisions of the judge are final. 

6. Address all entries to Cooking Editor, AMERICAN 
GIRL Magazine, 155 East 44th Street, New York 17, 
New York. 


FEBRUARY, 1954 
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WHERE TO BUY AMERICAN GIRL FASHIONS 


COVER SUIT 
BY FASHION FACULTY 


_Younker’s 
__Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 
Charles A. Stevens & Co. 
Young Colony 





Ames, lowa 


Baltimore, Md. 


Chicago, Ill. 


Clayton, Mo. - 





Des Moines, lowa cee _Younker’s 
Detroit, Mich. __.________-___The J. L. Hudson Co. 
Ft. Dodge, lowa _.Younker’s 
ie Ra RE assests Wolf & Dessaver 
lowa City, lowa _.Younker's 





Jockson, Mich. —___-___. Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
Kansas City, Mo. —______- 
La Grange Park, tll. _.__. Charles A. Stevens & Co. 
Los Angeles, Calif. _.._____- Broadway Dept. Store 
Mace City, lowe $$... Younker’s 

_.Younker’s 
John Wanamaker 
Meier & Frank 
Portsmouth, Va. _____.____.. __ Sears, Betty & Bob 
SN RRR 
Washington, D. C. ___The Hecht Co. 


Macy’s 





Ottumwa, lowa 
Philadelphia, Penna. —._____-_. 
Portland, Ore. 


CONTINENTAL SEASONING, PAGES 22-23 
PRIZE PURCHASE SUITS 

Derby Suit 

Atlanta, Ga. __Davison Paxon 

Birmingham, Ale. — ££ _____ Loveman’s 


Detroit, Mich. The Ernst Kern Co. 
Ft. Worth, Texas _.._________ _.Monnig‘s 
_The Wm. H. Block Co. 


preress: Dept. Store 


Indianapolis, Ind. — 
Los Angeles, Calif. .._____ 





New York, N. Y. Saks-34th 
Portsmouth, Va. ____________--_ Sears, Betty & Bob 
Rochester, N. Y. sscihihaeasctoaistebbengligachaecon eae 
San Francisco, Calif. The White House 
Tampa, Fla. aeons ..Maas Bros. 
SE ee ees Lansburgh’s 


Glen of Michigan Suit 
Amarillo, Texas endpiceanetisicaee White & Kirk 
Ann Arbor, Mich. ——________-_ 
Atlanta, Ga. a ee 
Battle Creek, Mich. _.._.___ 
Birmingham, Mich. Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
Carson, Pirie & Scott Co. 
ES SS e 
Pa S88 
_.The J. L. Hudson Co. 


Eee Jacobson Stores, Inc. 






Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
J. P. Allen & Co. 


Jacobson Stores, Inc. 


NN IRS ncnsovsnenacnierations 
Cleveland, Ohio ___ 
Dallas, Texas 
Detroit, Mich. 


East Lansing, Mich. 





Grand Rapids, Mich. Jacob Stores, Inc. 
Grosse Pointe, Mich. _____ Jacobson Stores, Inc. 
OS ee sears _G. Fox & Co. 
ee ae Sakowitz Bros. 
Jackson, Mich. Jacob Stores, Inc. 








Kansas City, Mo. — 
los Angeles, Calif. - 


...Macy’‘s 





eee Broadway Dept. Store 








Marion, $. C. ________.._.__guensind’s 
Miami, Fla. _Burdine’s Inc. 
M, polis, Minn. — ........Dayton Co. 


Sg  ¢ 9S. Stade ee sf, 
THE AMERICAN GIRL 


Franklin Simon 











Oklahoma City, Okla. _ Kerr's 
Pittsburgh, Penna. ____________ Jeseph Horne Co. 
Rochester, N. Y. __ B. Forman Co. 
Salt Lake City, Utah Zz. C. M. 1. 
San Antonio, Texas See 


San Francisco, Calif... Liebes & Co. 


ACCESSORIES 
Youth Mode Bag 


Cleveland, Ohio __ 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


__The Higbee Co. 

J. W. Robinson Co. 

D. H. Holmes Co., Ltd. 
sical oe B. Altman & Co. 


New Orleans, La. 
New York, N. Y. 


Glentex Scarf 


Brooklyn, N. Y. Abraham & Straus 


Los Angeles, Calif. =... =>» _..Bullock’s 

New York, N. Y. __Bloomingdale’s 

Pittsburgh, Penna. Ke fmann’s 
Capulets Hat 

Atlanta, Ga. eee ee 





Evansville, Ind. 


_.The Baby Shop 
Ft. Wayne, Ind. Wl & ~Dessauer 
New York, N. Y. saiaagis _BI 


dale’ 
a 





Wear-Right Gloves 


New York, N. Y. __ Franklin Simon 


NOTES ON SPRING 
Highlander Suit, Page 24 
Teen Sizes 





Philadelphia, Penna. John W k 


107cirrawS TAMPS 


SENT TO MAKE NEW FRIENDS! 





German etc.—hard-to get stam: smuggled 
from behind na ruthless Ir Iron Curtain. We'll include free vs valuable 
illustrated book ,‘‘How to Rare Stamps’’ and many 
interesting special offers. Send name, address andzse NOW to 


KENMORE STAMP CO., Dept, OH.280, Milford, N. H. 


yy 1 wa (0: 


FOR ONLY 


THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP TO 25et ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 


MYSTIC STAMP CO.. Car 









WOWHESS S15 


Jamestown Stamp, wed 522, Jamestown, N. Y. 


4oe. DIFFERENT STAMPS 10: 
Te) AN 





is) ik TRIANGLES 
= “ ‘ wan ~ 


ELD MA 








T AM COLLECTION GIVEN 
More than 100 os. fascinating, in 
eer stamps from Africa, 


merica, a Balkans. 

omen and. c--F- you will be 

nities!” ‘hal aie miven to_ appro serv plies: ints sendi neg 
8e postage. TATHAM stamp. ‘con ‘SPiN (ELD—4, MASS. 





GIVEN 119 FOREIGN STAMPS 


Including Africa, Australia, Pakistan, China, India, Russia 

and Scandinavia. Send 10¢ for postage and handling. With 

approvals. NIAGARA STAMP COMPANY 
-en-the-Lake 821, Cc. é. 


40 _ DIFF. RUSSIA—10¢ 
A colorful exciting collection of fascinat- 
ing stamps from behind the Iron Curtain. 


Bargain-priced at 10¢ to introduce our 
ne approvals. 
ED. L. SAPHIRE 
Box 44, Times Square Station, New York 36, N.Y. 


U. Ss. FOREIGN 


You want stamps! 
| have them! Let's get together! Write me now — 
today! Singles—Sets—Packets—Prizes 
Whitney Safford 98 Pearl St., Burlington, Vt. 











Approvals 





Richmond, Va. Miller & Rhoads 
Washington, D. C. .Woodward & Lothrop 


Subteen Sizes 
Minneapolis, Minn. _.Power Dry Goods Co. 
John Wanamaker 


Woodward & Lothrop 


Philadelphia, Penna. _______ 
Washington, D. C. 


Jerry Suit, Page 25 
Subteen Sizes 


Baltimore, Md. ____. _.Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 






Colonies — High Value Pictorials 
Complete Collection plus Big Illus- 
trated Magazine ail free. Send 5S¢ for postage. 


GRAY STAMP CO.. Dept. AG, Toronto, Canada. 


GIVEN: MINT BRITISH COLONIES 
from Tonga, Seychelles, Brunei, Trans- 


@ Jordan, Sarawak, Solomon Islands, Caymans, 
Gilbert Ellice—GIVEN with approvals. 


VIKING 11-R 


Northern Bivd. Great Neck, N. Y. 


United Nations Ist Stamp Issue 
Considered by many_to be one of World’s 
Most attractive sets. Pictures U.N. Building, 
Emblem, Flag and Peo vom of World. Only 
10¢. Approvals We 


GIGANTIC oxee ces GIVEN 
Includes Triangles, Early United States 
— Animals — Commemoratives — British 











Box 1246-AG, eunal" 4 Sta., N.Y.C. 38 


GIVE ! Powerful Magnifying Glass 
for 5¢ Post. Bargain 
a lists and approvals 








IN IG The. nin nsiintciniegsitercninhsinmedsteiiens Martin's 
Cincinnati, Ohio _.._._.._..._.___The H. & S. Pogue Co. 
Clayton, Mo. viseeasinanshaiaihinptsediecaddion an 

Cleveland, Ohio _....__._________ The Halle Bros. Co. 
kh, ee ee __Martin’s 


Memphis, Tenn. Julius Lewis, Inc. 
Pawtucket, R. I. 


Richmond, Va. 


eae 
Miller & Rhoads 


San Francisco, Calif. .H. Liebes Co. 








Washington, D.C. __...__...+-_=+=-===sSssSssrThe Hecht Co. 
Jerry Suit, Page 25 
Teen Sizes 
Brooklyn, N. Y. __ _Martin’s 
Cleveland, Ohio _... == The Halle Bros. Co. 
kk Ae ear Re, Martin’s 
Philadelphia, Penna. John Wanamaker 
St. Louis, Mo. F Barr Co. 








Washington, D. C. Woodward & Lothrop 





1 Stamp ¢ Co., Dept. 21 2, Jamestown, N.' N. Y. 





ssan 10¢. en ae 
; Chinese Dollar, 53¢. 








Wheat Are “Approvals”? 


‘Approvals,’ gen sheets," mean sheets with 
“< m. 


e —_! wae be returned promptly 
and in ‘gana condition, or “paid f 

he price of each stamp is o- "aie sheet and the collector 
should detach those which he wishes to buy, then return 
the sheet with the remaining stamps in as good order as 
when received, enclosing the price of the stamps he has 
detached and, most important, his name, street, address, 
city, postal zone number, State, and the invoice number. 


When Ordering Stomps 


from our advertisers, be sure to write your name and 
address clearly, and to give ir * it mame and com- 
plete address. ‘the stamp dealer will do his best to fill 
tay order carefully and promptly. You 
ays by making sure tt your name 
given in your order. 


























SGT) PAYING 89: EACH FOR HIT PARADE RECORDS 


NEW “Closer Grooved’ 78 R.LM. RECORDS 
THIS WEEK’S 18 Hit Parade SONGS 


WITH DEAN MARTIN ano omners 
FOR 17° EACH! ‘“Stror 


18 FOR 


Now! 6 
Complete 
Hits on 1 
Standard 
Speed 78 
Record 


$ 9.98 or 45's 





STARRING DEAN MARTIN of THE DEAN MAR- 
TIN-JERRY LEWIS TEAM and JEFF CLARK —_ 
merly of the LUCKY STRIKE HIT PARAD 
ARLENE JAMES of NBC-TV and ED SULLIVAN'S 
TOAST OF THE TOWN. 


AMAZING NEW RE 
closer together. You 





P puts 
t 10,000 inches of ag 
mn) its 





New Improved Old Style Record 
ect (Grooved Too Far 
(Closer Grooved) Apart) 


DEAN MARTIN 


(Dean Martin of the Dean 
T.V.) brings you Song Pa 
78 R.P.M. 


Martin-Jerry Lewis Team on 
rade Hits on izpatereciatens 


records. Say © 17¢ each song. Also on 45's. 








SNOOKY LANSON 


of the Lucky Strike Hit 


BILL LAWRENCE 


formorty of the Arthur 


jodfrey show brings you Parade brings you the 
the Collector's Item Hi Collector’s item Record 
for only 17¢ each on 78 Hits for only 17c each 
R.P.M. records only! —on . records. 


MAIL NO RISK COUPON TODAY 
SONG PARADE CO., Dept. 222 3 $275 75 ira 
318 Market St., Newark, New Jersey ] 


O Rush the 18 Top Smash Hit Songs 

Dean Martin, Jeff Clark and Arlene Jame 

supporting cast on 3 break-resistant vin: 

I enclose $2.98, send pose prepaid. ( 

by sending full $2.9 ayment with my order.) 
pep any aa songs and only return 12 for 


BM i 
and a 
1 “records 








0D Send 78 R.P.M speed. D Send 45 R.P.M. speed 
O ! enclose $2.98. Send the 18 Hil! Billy Songs. 

O 1 enclose $2 . Send the 18 Country Hymns | 
oO 8 lose end the 18 Rhytam and Biues 

O tenctose $2.98. Send the 12 Square Dances and Book 

O 8 be cs Send the 18 Collector's Songs in 

2 § enclose $16.9 38. sone any 6 6 Sets indicated or 
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Mount Precious Prints 
with ENGEL 
CORNERS! 


POC-KET Style 


Permits filing negative 

under print when print 

is mounted tight— 
’ —exclusive Engel feature. Black, white, 
100 of gold, silver, brown or red. Get some today! 
a color 

10¢ TRANSPARO 
ART CORNERS—clear as glass 

Mount prints, greeting cards, etc., 
with complete visibility! 100 ‘white 
or black backing 15e. Order ream 
your dealer! Write for FREE circu- 


lar “How to Keep the Things You 
Save."* 


ENGEL ART CORNERS MFG. CO 
Dept.2-AG 4711 N. Clark St, Chicogo 40 


192 MOVIE, TV, RADIO STARS PHOTOS 
SPECIAL! For Limited Time Only— 
favorite stars in ONE BIG 

KAGE. ght FASCINATING 
POs ES! — Man UTOGRAPHED! 
——— aie sizes — suit 
for framing. sational Money- 



















FILM STAR CENTER, Stodie G2, Bax 2309, Hellyweed 28, Calif. 






—] SONG —- HITS BY DEAN — AND 


THERS FOR 
Stranger In Paradise 
That's Amore 
Ebb Tide 
Rags to Riches 
Many Times 
Eh, Cumpari 
Papaya Mama 
You, You, You 
Vaya Con Dios 


1. 
2. 
3. 
a 
s. 
6. 
7. 
8. 
9. 





oO 


18 HILLBILLY SONGS 


Bimbo 
There Stands ee Glass 
For a Joh 





We. = 3 From Waiting 
Satis faction Guaranteed 
i Forgot More Than You'll 
an 
Hey, Joe! 
. <4 "Waikin’ the Dog 
A Dear John Letter 
o. Yesterday’s Gir! 


- PePyhe 


(1 18 COUNTRY HYMNS ONLY $2.98 


Glory Land p Maren 
i 


© SNPVaune 
¢ 
° 
€ 
3 
2 
< 
° 
> 
€ 





1. 
2. Clock 
3. Please Don't Leave Me 
4. Too Much Lovin 

5S. Please Love Me 

6. Shake A Hand 

7 t it 

8. Don't Deceive Me 

9. Mercy? Mr. Percy 





(1 12 SQUARE DANCES & BOOK — $2.98 


Square Dance Songs by Hap 
others plus Gift Book ‘‘Square Dancing’’ for 


You get 12 


PRayny 


Tell Me You’ 5 Mine 


You Belong To “Me 
Anywhere |! \ nga ell 

es Two To Tang 

My Baby's Coming” Meme 
Lady of Spa 

aoe it a's Sec 

Hold See ‘Thrill ‘me, 

Kiss 

aad Don’ t You Believe 


OS VOUDUNE 
4 
- 


oy 
° 














wy Free 


— ONLY $2.98 


18 MOST POPULAR RHYTHM & BLUES $2.98 





[18 Coegeerers SONGS — $2.98 
noo 


y Lanson, Bill Lawrence, etc. $2.98 


ONLY $2. 


No Other Love 
. Changing Partners 
! 


P.S. . Love You 
Ricochet 

Oh mein Pa 

—- my Baby Back 


ped of Smad Heart 
You Alo 





dh eel sal ch eath cheetah el 
ah PReyHre 


11. Wake Up Irene 
Mexican Joe Met 


e 

13. Let Me Be The One 

14. Tennessee Wig-Walk 

15. Mama, Come Get Your 
Baby Boy 

16. It’s Been So Long 

17. North Wind 

18. Tain’t Nice 


10. | Am Using My Bible 
For A Road Map 

11. tom ee | = Holds 

‘om 

12. The ‘Great head Way 

13. Farther Alo 
The Family \ ho Prays 
Too Much Sinning 


Bow Thy Head 
in The Mission of 





St. Augustine 









10. Just Walkin’ in the Rain 
11. Feeling Good 

12. Dragnet Biues 

13. Why? Oh Why? 

14. Third De 

15. 40 Cups of Coffee 

16. Cross ~ Fy t 

17. One Sc 

18. Crying in the Chapel 


Williams and 
$2.98 


. Chicken Reel 


11. Till | Waltz Again With 
You 

12. Don’t Let the 
In Your Eyes 

13. Trying 

14. Even Now 

15. Glow Worm 

16. Have You Heard 

17. Side By Side 

8. Oh Happy Day 


Stars Get 





ENGRAVED FREE 
GIRLS! 
beauty of this sterling silver ring 
of romance and charm! 
pierced Forget-me-not design (sym- 
bol) of True Love, Friendship and 
good wishes. Both hearts Engraved 


You'll be thrilled by the 


Beautiful, 


with first name or Initials. 


Give ring size or strip. No C.0.D.’s. 


“omy «$1.25 rats ao 
TASH ENGRAVING COMPANY 
487 Broadway Dept. R-44 New York 13, W. ¥ 





ohines silver ins 
water ~ other 


Fal 


e-in-Skirt Notes, ig = 





Midwest CardCo.. 1114 Washington Ave.. 


the unusual . 
make big extra income spare time. 
sational selling Star-Brite banishes rubbi 
, safely, ‘Automatically in aish- 


Big value “Greeting Gard Ass Assortments. Secret 






ene FOS experience 


Deot.B-10, St. Louis 










ARTCRAFT 
CATALOG 





@ DESIGNS IMPRINTED ON... 
brass, copper, aluminum for metal pictures 
panets for burnt wood etching 
glorified glass, mirrors . . 
paintings. etc. Primary thro college Write 
Dept, A, THAYER & CHANDLER 
910 W. Von Buren « Chicago 7, Ill. 


. pre- -sketched 











HIS HARD LUCK 


Johnny’s mother was telling him about the 
good times she had when she was a little girl 
—riding a pony, sliding down _haystacks, 
wading in a brock at his grandfather's farm. 

“Gee, Mother,” sighed little Johnny, “I 
wish I’d met you earlier.” 

Sent by EDNA MAE IMHOFF, Tipton, Missouri 


CAW! CAW! CAW! 


The farmer was complaining to his wife 
that he could find no old clothes to put on 
the scarecrow he was making for his cornfield. 

“You could use that flashy suit Bill wore 
at college last year,” said his wife. 

“Look,” snorted the farmer, “I want to 
scare the crows, not make them die laughing.” 

Sent by PHYLLIS VOLAND, San Simon, Arizona 


HE HAD HIM THERE 


SoapsBox Orator: Some men thirst after 
money! Some men thirst after fame! Some 
men— 

SMALL Boy: 
thirst after. 

Orator: Oh, yeah? What? 

SMALL Boy: Salted peanuts. 

Sent by JOYCE RUTCHOW, Toledo, Ohio 


I know something all men 


VOICE OF EXPERIENCE 


ALAN: My father must have been up to all 
kinds of tricks when he was a boy. 

JANE: What makes you think so? 

ALAN: Because he seems to know just what 
kind of questions to ask when he wants to 
find out what I’ve been doing. 

Sent by PEGGY SUE PENNEBAKER, Greenville, S. C. 








IMPORTANT NOTICE 

All jokes must be sent to ant AMERICAN GIRL on 
two-cent Government postal cards. Send as many jokes 
as you wish, but no more than two to a card. Write 
7 Lo or on the typewriter, and be sure to give your 

full address, and age. Address your cards te 
THE t AMERICAN GIRL, Jokes Department, 155 East 44th 
Street, New York 17, New York. 
THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00 for each 
joke printed on this page. 


FEBRUARY, 1954 
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q GIRLS f Make All Your 
6 SPENDING MONEY 


SELLING ONE YEAR’S SUPPLY OF 
EVERYDAY GREETING CARDS 


ouy 949° 


These Exclusive, Exciting High Quality Cards... 
And WE SEND YOU SAMPLES, TOO! 


It’s easy and it’s fun to make all the extra money you want, just by 
showing these lovely assortments of nationally-advertised Wallace 
Brown Greeting Cards to your friends, neighbors and co- 
workers. They’ll love this wonderfully convenient way to have 
on hand always the right card for every occasion. Just imagine 
offering a wide range of gorgeous assortments, each more beau- 
tiful than the next, for every purpose, every event . . . Birthdays, 
Anniversaries, Get-well, all other occasions...outstanding ex- 
clusive designs, carefully selected and matched with warm, 
cheery greetings ...their choice at only $1.00 a box! You'll 
take orders FAST wherever you show them. Send no money. 
Mail the coupon below NOW for two actual assortments 
on approval—and start making money right away. 


SEE FOR YOURSELF HOW MUCH MONEY YOU'LL MAKE! 










By selling the “Feature” All-Occa- 
sion Assortment—a year’s supply of 
greeting cards for the average fam- 
ily—at only $1.00 .. . you make up 
to 50¢ per box. These cards would 
cost your customers more than $2.00 
if purchased singly. And they virtu- 
ally sell themselves—on sight! 


Besides the “Feature” and “All-In- 
Fun” Assortments on this page, you 
offer many other big everyday assort- 
ments: Floral Parchment, Easter, Gift 
hehe 275 2 and Gift Ribbon Ensem- 
bles, Gift items... Imported Napkins, 
Children’s Books, many more. They 
all spell BIG PROFITS for you! 





SEND NO MONEY to See These Samples 





ALL-IN-FUN 


Humorous Assortment 


A collection of 15 all-new, 
gay and animated humor- 
ous cards for Birthdays, 
Baby Birth, Get-Well, 
etc. There’s a thrill in 
every card for young and 
old alike, an exciting 
adventure .. . clever new 
ideas designed with elaborate 
folds, cut-outs, pop-ups, and novel 
attachments... al! in bright, gay colors and 
with warm, laugh-provoking greetings. 
This sensational assortment sells for $1.00. 
YOU make up to 50¢ per box. 







Just fill out the coupon below and mail it in, to get your 
samples of the “Feature” All- Occasion and the “All-In-Fun” 
Assortments, plus all details about the big money you're 
going to make, just by showing the Wallace Brown Card 
and Gift Line to friends, neighbors, relatives, co-workers. 


CLUBS, ORGANIZATIONS— Raise money! Fill your treas- 
ury with cash by taking orders for Wallace Brown Cards 
and Gift Items from members, friends. Check coupon for 
samples on approval and details of fund-raising plan. 


WALLACE BROWN, INC., "eu York ‘to.'n! 2." 


r~ "Baste this coupon on a ay ormailin ~ 7 
envelope for actual sent on approval. ! 
WALLACE BROWN, INC., Dept. -120 I 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N.Y. 























Please rush Two Assortments on approval, and FREE Illustrated 
Catalog of Wallace Brown Every Greeting Card and Gift 
Line, r * complete money-making 
Name. 
AAA. 
City & Zone State. 

. ( ) Check here for Organization Plan. 














LUcys iast PENNY | acs SAVES THE Day, 


YOUR FOLKS WERE SUPER TO TALKIN' ABOUT PENNIES - THIS AD TELLS HOW 
GIVE US THE BASEMENT FOR A 1 YOU GET GREETING CARDS FOR I¢/ 
DANCE. BUT WHATTA WE USE ‘ ~ 
FOR MUSIC ? 














— 
* 





WE NEEO A PHONOGRAPH 
AND A FLOCK OF RECORDS. ANO YOU CAN MAKE £50 JUST BY 
I'M DOWN TO MY LAST SHOWING THEM AND TAKING 
PENNY. _ ORDERS. 


a 








OUR MUSIC MONEY'S IN THE BAG. THEY'RE REAL THEY'RE LOVELY, LUCY. 
LOOK AT THESE SMOOTH ALL- GONE! MOM'LL ILL TAKE 4 BOXES. 
OCCASION CARD SAMPLES. TAKE 3 BOXES 
oy ANO I CAN SELL 
A BUNCH TO 
HER CLUB. / 








NICE CARDS. SEND 
ME 6 BOXES, JEFF. 








IT'S LIKE HAVIN'A JUKE BOX OF B 
OUR OWN. WAIT'LL THE GANG 
HEARS THESE PLATTERS ! 





SURPRISE ! GREETING 
CARDS PAID FOR 
AND WE GOT IT ALL WITH THAT TOO. IT HAD 
MY LAST PENNY — THANKS TO MONEY LEFT OVER! 
GREETING CARDS. 





To prove how easily you can 


ror Eann’50°° CASH! 


We'll send the beautiful box of greeting cards shown — 
and your cost is just 1¢. Cards worth $2 or $3 if bought sepa- 
rately. We make this special offer to prove how easily you can ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC. 
make $50.00 and more—in spare time—taking orders for lovely 236 Way St., Elmira, N. Y. 
new All-Occasion Cards, for Birthdays, Anniversaries, Baby | 2rafor wnicnl owe you ony 1c. Also Ince FREE Imprint Samples, I'm 
Births, etc. Offer limited “One to Family”. We include other sincerely interested in making money in spare time. , 
assortments ON APPROVAL, Money-Making Plan and FREE 
Imprint Samples. Rush coupon. 





Address. 


ARTISTIC CARD CO., INC. City 
& Zone State. 
236 Way St., Elmira, N. Y. (0 Check here for Club or Group Fund-Raising Plan. 


(In Canada, write 103 Simcoe St., Toronto 1, Ontario) 

















